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PREFACE. 



Mt object in compiling this volume has been to rescue from 
oblivion some of the floating pieces of Canadian authorship 
worthy of preservation in a more permanent form ; and to 
direct the attention of my fellow-countrymen to the claims of 
Canadian poetry. The fact that I entered on an untrodden 
path, without any way-marks to guide me, necessarily caused 
me a vast amount of labor, and an extensive correspondence ; 
as, in many instances, both poets and poetry had to be dis- 
covered by special research. This will, I hope, be duly con- 
sidered by readers in judging of the work, should it be found 
less perfect than they had anticipated. 

As I do not wish to be judged by a wrong standard, I 
must remind my readers that this is not " a work on the 
Poets and Poetry of Canada." Such a work may be highly 
desirable and necessary ; and there is valuable material, in 
the poetic effusions oif the past fifty years, with which to 
enrich such a work. But this collection makes no pretension 
to such a character : it is simply " Selections from Cana- 
dian Poets." With the hope of enhancing the interest and 
usefulness of the work, I have subjoined occasional brief 
notes ; but the plan and scope of the work precluded any 
lengQiy biographical sketches. It is easy for persons who 
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have neither literary nor financial responsibiliiy, to suggest 
changes in the plan of such a work. But the same persons 
might, in a different position, fail to act on their own sugges- 
tions. To those who may feel disappointed, because selec- 
tions are not made from their poetry, I have no apology to 
offer. An immense quantity of verse, much of it of high 
merit, has passed under my notice. Financial reasons com- 
pelled me to limit the size of the volmne. I could not put in 
everything that I approved of. I have made a selection, 
according to the best of my judgment, without partiality, or 
sectional feeling of any kind. If any are dissatisfied with 
me, I am sorry ; but, conscious of the integrity of my mo- 
tives, I have nothing to regret. Nearly all tiie pieces in this 
vdume are published by special permission of the authors; 
and many of them have never been published before. 

My wsomest thanks are due to the authors for the courtesy 
and liberality with which, without exception, they placed 
their poems at my disposal ; and to editors of newspapers 
tibroughout the country for their friendly notice of my project. 
They are also due to the subscribers — ^many of whom I 
recognize as personal friends — ^for their confidence and 
paiax)nage, by which I have been encouraged to place the 
work before the public. Should it secure their approbation, 
and be instrumental in awakening a more extensive interest 
in the Poets and Poetry of our beloved country, my humble 
labors will be amply rewarded. 

St. Jokks, Canada East, Jan., 1864. 



INTRODUCTORY ESSAY. 



Okly the illiterate* and unreflecting adopt the sentiment, that, 
because more books have been already produced than can possibly 
be read in the compass of the longest life, to increase the number of 
books or the quantity of literature, is undesirable and unnecessary. 
The literature of the world is the foot-prints of human progress ; and 
unless all progress should cease, and mental paralysis arrest all 
human activity, these way-marks shall continue to be erected along 
the pathway of the vanishing years. Whatever is discovered as new 
in the records of creation, in the capacities and relations of things, in 
the history of the mind's operations, or in the forms of thought and 
imagery by which in its higher moods soul speaks to soul, will 
always demand some suitable embodiment in literature. 

Equally shallow and reprehensible is the idea, very widely entev> 
tained, that, because we can procure sufficient quantities of mental 
aliment from other lands, it is superfluous to make any attempt to 
build up a literature of our own. A national literature is an essential 
dement in the formation of national character. It is not merely the 
record of a country's mental progress : it is the expression of its . 
intellectual life, the bond of national unity, and the guide of national 
energy. It may be fairly questioned, whether the whole range of 
history presents the spectacle of a people flrmly united politicaUy, 
without the subtle but powerful cement of a patriotic literature. On 
tiie other hand, it is easy to show, that, in the older countries of the 
world, the names of distinguished poets, enshrined in the national 
heart, are the watchwords of national union ; and it has become a 
part of the patriotism of the people to honor and love their memory. 
To mention the names of Shakspere and Burns, alone justifies thiff 
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assertion. It is to be regretted that the tendency to sectionalism and 
disintegration, which is the political weakness of Canada, meets no 
counterpoise in the literature of the country. Our French fellow- 
countrymen are much more firmly united than the English colonists ; 
though their literature is more French than Canadian, and their bond 
of union is more religious than literary or political. Besides, if the 
conditions of human existence and progress are changed, by the lapse 
of time, the advances of physical and mental science, difference of 
social and political institutions, and geographical situation, it would be 
absurd to suppose that such changes demanded no corresponding 
modifications in the teachings of literature. 

There is probably no country in the world, making equal preten- 
sions to intelligence and progress, where the claims of native litera- 
ture are so little felt, and where every efibrt in poetry has been met 
with so much coldness and indifierence, as in Canada. And what is 
more to be deprecated than neglect of our most meritorious authors, 
is the almost universal absence of interest and faith in all indigenous 
literary productions, and the undisturbed satisfaction with a state of 
things, that, rightly viewed, should be regarded as a national reproach. 
The common method of accounting for this by the fact that almost 
the whole community is engaged in the pursuit of the necessaries and 
comforts of life, and that comparatively few possess wealth and 
leisure, to enable them to give much time or thought to the study of 
poetry and kindred subjects, is by no means satisfactory. This state 
of things is doubtless unfavorable to the growth of poetry j but there 
.are other causes less palpable, which exert a more subtle and power- 
ful antagonism. 

Nothing so seriously militates against the growth and extension 
of our poetic literature, as the low and false conceptions which exten- 
sively prevail respecting the nature and influence of poetry itself. 
Many regard it as a tissue of misleading fancies, appealing chiefly to 
superstitious credulity, a silly and trifling thing, the product of the 
imagination when loosed from the control and direction of reason. 
These misconceptions may have arisen from a natural incapacity for 
appreciating the truths which find their highest embodiment in poetry. 
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from familiarity with low styles, or from the frequency with which 
verse has been degraded to be the vehicle^ of low and debasing 
thought. But whatever be their origin, they are false and misleading. 
They ignore the essential unity of the mind. Poetry is not the pro- 
duct of any one faculty of the mind : it is the offspring of the whole 
mind, in the full exercise of all its faculties, and in its highest moods 
of sympathy, with the truths of the worlds of mind and matter. It 
ia not some artificial distortion of thought and language by a capri- 
cious &ncy : it has its foundation in the mental constitution which 
our Creator has given us. As fragrance to the sense of smell, music 
to the ear, or beauty to the eye, so is poetry to the sensibilities of the 
heart. It ministers to a want of our intellectual nature. This is the 
secret of its power, and the pledge of its perpetuity. An able Ameri- 
can writer observes with great truth and beauty : '^ It was spontaneous 
in its growth, and native in its origin. It arose from those immutable 
principles of harmony, established originally by Him who strung that 
invisible harp in the nature of man, and tuned accordant the mightier 
instruments of the universe around him. It is not therefitre depen- 
dent on the mutations of human caprice and fashion ^ nor is it super- 
seded by the discoveries and improvements in society." Poetry is the 
medium by which the emotions of beauty, joy, admiration, reverence, 
harmony, or tenderness kindled in the poet-soul, in communion with 
Nature and God, is conveyed to the souls of others. As there are 
rhymestiers who have no true poetic feeling, so there are many who 
are not gifted with the power of giving expression to the emotions 
which throb for utterance at the heart. The influence of beauty or 
grandeur, moral and physical, " they feel, but cannot speak." To 
this feeling, which exists in a stronger or weaker degree in all minds. 
Poetry appeals. Where this tongueless poetry of the heart has no 
existence, or exists in a very feeble degree, the conditions for appre- 
ciating poetic excellence are wanting. As well might the blind judge 
of beauty, or the deaf of music, as such to judge of poetry. Let no 
one therefore speak of their disregard for poetry as if it indicated a 
superiority to ordinary weakness : it is an imperfection, that may be 
endured as a misfortune; but should never be flaunted as a virtue. 
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Persons of this class c^n assume, that because poetry has not a 
lo^ tangible utility, cap|ible of being comprehended by sordid minda^ 
it is vain and useless. But there are many things in nature to 
which God has given the power of increasing human haj^iness and 
well-being, though they do not impart what may be called tangii;^ 
benefits or gross enjoyment. Of this character is the {Measure 
received from the beauty and fragrance of a flower-garden ; the mur- 
mur and sparkle of a pebbly stream ) a mountain-lake sleeping among 
the hills ; a tranqfuil evening, when the sunset-flush of departing day 
gilds every object with golden lustre j or the soul-sopthing strains of 
melodious music. It is not without design that God has spread 
these sources of pleasure so thickly around us. To persons of sensi- 
bility, they yield a deep and speechless joy, vastly purer and more 
elevating than any form of sordid or sensual gratification. Now, 
poetry may be regarded as occupying in the world of mind, a place 
and a purpose analogous to scenes of beauty or grandeur in the 
material world. The usetul and the beautiful are both from God. 
Each has its appropriate sphere. They are not antagonistic: the 
one is the complement of the other. And although poetry may not be 
the vehicle of hard jagged facts, it may convey truths of greater depth 
and power than are emliodied in granite syllogisms or definitions. 
The greatest truths are not those that are most readily and flippantly 
expressed in words. In the language of an eminent English divine^ 
"what is gained in clearness is lost in breadth.'* When we fancy we 
have compressed a truth into some very clear and definite form of 
words, some of its deeper meanings have escaped : like pressed grapes, 
the substance may be there, but the wine fs gone. 

If the indefiniteness of poetic language and thought be urged as an 
objection, it is easy to show that this indefiniteness belongs essentially to 
the subjects with which it converses. Beauty, truth, the human soul, 
the works of God, themystery of life, — are not themes whose significance 
can be easily compressed into rigid and superficial forms of speech. 
Let it not therefore be supposed, that because poetry is not fruitful in 
direct and palpable results, that its influence is small or its mission 
unimportant. It soothes human sorrow. It ministers to human 
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happiness* It fires the soul with noble and holy pnrpoise. It expands 
and quickens. It refines the taste. It opens to us the treasures of 
the universe, and brings us into closer sympathy with all that is 
beautiiul; and grand, and true. It sheds a new charm around com- 
mon objects ; because it unveils their spiritaal relations, and higher 
and deeper typical meanings. And it educates the mind to a quicker 
perception of the harmony, grandeur, and truth disclosed in the 
works of the Creator. The history of poetry is a sufficient rebuke 
to Uiose who speak slightingly of its influence. We know of no period 
in the world's history where it was not a power either for good or evil. 
-It has exerted a mighty influence on some of the leading minds of 
every age; to say nothing of the "hymns of faith and hope," that 
have, in every period and sphere in the history of the church, proved, 
in life and in death, a source of strragth and consolation to its menu 
bers. If, in many instances, this sacred gift has been linked wiUi 
folly, scepticism, and licentiousness, this did not arise from any native 
tendency of poetry itself. In such instances. Poetry is false to her 
mission ; and gifted men are wicked in spite of their gifts. But this 
IB not her native sphere. It is the beloved son, far fVom his troe 
home, feeding swine. And even in those melancholy cases whei^ 
poetic gifts are perverted and degraded, there are seen, like grains of 
gold amid the dross, outbursts of indignation against wrong, gleams 
of admiration for virtue, and gushes of tender sympathy for human 
su^ring, that seem like the protest of Poesie, in her thraldom, against 
a forced and unnatural divorcement from beauty, purity, and truth. 

These views respecting the dignity of poetry will enable us to take 
higher and truer views of the work and mission of him to whom God 
has given this " vision and faculty divine." How low and unworthy 
are the popular conceptions of the Poet's work and character I The 
nany have thought oi him as a mere rhymer of idle and foolish 
fimcies, deserving censure because not better employed. Of course 
Ihose who cherished false and degrading views of poetry, had equally 
§a,]ae and unworthy views of the character of a Poet. But the Poet's 
work is a lofty and sacred work. It is not merely to wreath garlands 
wound t^e brow of Beauty, to cover Vice with graceful drapery, or Ho 
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sing the praise of Bacchus and Venus in Anacreontic ditties : but to 
refine and elevate the spiritual in our nature ; to sing of earth's woes 
and sufferings, and pour the balm of a tender sympathy into sorrow- 
stricken hearts ; to unveil, in its true deformity, the selfish cruelty of 
man to his fellow-man ; and to portray the loveliness of unselfish 
benevolence, piety, and truth. The true Poet does for us what the 
eagle is said to do for her young, bears us aloft, and teaches us to fly. 
On the wings of his soaring spirit, we are borne into higher and 
more ethereal regions of thought, than our own unaided pinions could 
attain ; where the silent forms of inanimate Nature awake to life, and 
pour their melodious eloquence upon the soul. He stands as a priest 
at Nature's high altars to expound her symbolic language, to unveil 
her hidden beauty, to dispense her sacred lessons, and to lead the mind 
up from the tokens of his presence on earth to the Great Father of 
all in heaven. 

Our colonial position, whatever may be its political advantages, is 
not favorable to the growth of an indigenous literature. Not only 
are our mental wants supplied by the brain of the Mother Country, 
under circumstances that utterly preclude competition j but the 
majority of persons of taste and education in Canada are emigrants 
from the Old Country, whose tenderest affections cling around the land 
they have left. The memory of the associations of youth, and of the 
honored names that have won distinction in every department of 
human activity, throws a charm around everything that comes from 
their native land, to which the productions of our young and unro- 
mantic country can put forth no claim. 

When the poets of other countries sing of the birds and flowers, 
the mountains and streams, of those lands, whose history is starred 
with deathless names, and rich with the mellow and hazy light of 
romance, every reference to those immortal types of beauty or gran- 
deur commands sympathy and admiration. But let any Canadian 
bard presume to think that the wild-flowers which formed the gar- 
lands of his sunny childhood, the sweet song-birds that sang him to 
sleep in infancy, or the magnificent lakes, forests, and rivers of his 
native land, are as worthy of being enshrined in lyric numbers, and 
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capable of awaking memoriea of days as bright, associations as tender, 
and scenery as beautiful, as ever was sung by hoary harper of the 
olden time, and he is n)ore likely to secure contempt than sympathy 
or admiration. Tilings that are hoary with age, and dim in their dis- 
tance, from us, are more likely to win veneration and approval, while 
whatever is near and familiar loses in interest and attraction. There 
is a large class of persons who could scarcely conceive it possible 
that a Canadian lyric might have as deep 'and true feeling as those 
they have most admired } or that a Canadian Poet might be as highly 
gifted as some of the favourite names who are crowned with the 
wreaths of unfading fame. And yet such things are not altogether 
inconceivable. But if a Milton or a Shakspere, waa to arise among ^^aa 
us, it is far from certain that his merit would be recognized. The 
mass of readers find it easier and safer to re-echo the approbation of 
others, — ^to praise those whom all praise, — ^than to form an intelligent 
and independent judgment of their own. 

Other antagonistic influences have not been wanting. Religious 
intolerance is always unjust to talent that does not belong to its party, 
and pronounce its watchwords. There are many who take great 
credit for liberality, so blinded by bigotry, that with them it would be 
enough to condemn the most meritorious work, that it sprung from 
any quarter, from which it was not in accordance with their canonized 
prejudices to believe anything good could come. 

The indiscriminate praise, by the press, of some writers, in which, 
whatever their merit, the dross was largely mixed with the pure ore, 
has tended to mislead the public, and to give the authors false notions 
of their talents and achievements. Booksellers, too, because they 
make surer sales and large profits on British and American works, 
which have already obtained popularity, seldom take the trouble to 
judge of a Canadian book on its merits, or use their influence to 
promote its sale. The chances are, that, whatever its merit, the 
author will be left to send his work around to the bookstores at his 
own expense, and leave it to be sold at his own risk, paying a liberal 
percentage for any copies that may be sold. 

In pronouncing judgment on the character of our native poetry, the 
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most partial critic must confess that it is extensively marked l^ 
crudity and imperfection. This is to some extent accounted for hf 
the want of educational advantages incident to a new country. Many 
writers of undoubted genius have been deficient in that thorough 
literary culture essenUal to high artistic excellence. But in many 
instances this want of finish may be traced to want of application, 
resulting from a low estimate of poetry as an art The adage, thai 
''whatever is worth doing at all is worth doing well," has a special 
Implication here. There is no such dearth of poetry, as to warrant 
every unfledged bantling being 'thrust upon the public as a bird d 
Paradise. It would be well, if all who have contracted the habit of 
turning commonplace puerilities into rhyme '^ for their own amuse- 
ment," would sacredly devote them to that purpose. Poesie, like 
Truth, will unveil her beauty and dispense her honors, only to thoe^ 
who love her with deep and reverential affection. Because no rules 
nor study can make a man a poet without genius, it does not follow 
that the most gifted may not be profited by a study of those principles 
that are illustrated in the works of the great masters of lyric harmony. 
Every true conception of poetry must regard it both as a sentiment 
and an art. The essence of poetry lies in the character of the thoi^^ht. 
No dexterity of art can galvanize into poetry, low, puerile thought^ 
destitute of pathos, beauty, and grandeur. But it is an error to infer 
from this that the character of the thought is everything, and the 
form in which it is expressed of little consequence. The difference 
between prose and poetry consists more in the form than in the 
essential nature of the thought. Bvery reader knows that noble and 
good sentiments may be so tamely expressed, as to produce aversion 
rather than pleasure. Much ''religious poetry" and "hymns" 
painfully illustrate this. Themes which require the most masterly 
genius, are most frequently travestied by feeble incompetence. The 
careful selection of. unhackneyed, elegant, and expressive words, and 
Uieir arrangement in such forms as will produce musical harmcmy, 
are elements of success with which no genius can dispense. 

If, as we have seen, the object of poetry is to convey to others 
tlK emotions and conceptions which thrill the poet's own bou1| in his 
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li^^tortuftetital moods, it ibllows that the p^feetion^ of the mediiiin ix> 
which' these thoughts are committed, is a matter (^etoeetial impor 
taiiee;; Poetry bears a close anal<^ to music, and appeids to the 
ae&se of harmouy, as well as to the understanding. No reallj good^ 
poetry is defident in metrical harmony. Hence we see the folly of 
^ae objecticoi, sometimes urged i^nst poetry, '< that generally on^ 
being translated into prose it does not seem to contain mueh." Thilr 
is assuming that the object of poetry is to convey knowiedgie of posi^ 
Ixye fiicts, and consequently judging it by a wrong standard* As we^ 
ni^ht we deny the beauty of a spoiling dew-drop^ because on exsasA'' 
nation it is found to consist of common water; or the meiit ci w 
beautiiul painting, because the colors to which it owes its fine eiko^ 
ifiight be 80 mixed or arranged as to possessr no charm or beauty. 

To those who are best acquainted with the poetry of Canada, tiii^ 
wonder i^ not that so little has been achieved, but that so much tme 
poetry has been written, in spite of such unpropttious circurostiuieeK 
For poetic fire, like its earthly type, requires vent in order to bnim 
brightly. Some of our most gifted poets, after inefiedoiid efforts to 
gain the attention and approval of the public, have despairingly turned 
to more hopeful, though less congenial labors, feeling that theii^ 
clKHcest strains fell on listless ears, and unsympathetic hearts. 

Among those who have most courageously appealed to the reading 
public, and most largely enriched the poetic literatmre of Canada^ tls^ 
first piace is due to Cha.rle8 Sangsteb. The richness and extent df 
lag contributions, the OTiginality and descriptive power he displays^ 
the variety of Canadian themes on which he has written with force 
and elegance, his passionate sympathy with the beautiful in Nature, 
and the chivalrous and manly patriotism which finds an utterance i» 
hie poem^ fully vindicate his claim to a higher place in the regard of 
hk tsottntrymen, than he has yet obtained. Alexander McLACHLAir 
inw idso evinced that he possesses in a higli degree the gift^ songw 
Id' tile- opinion of many, he is the sweetest and most intensely human 
cif- idl our Canadian bards. As San^ter and MoLaehlan are quite 
unUka^jand each possesses a strongly marked individuality of his' owii^ 

B 
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any comparison between them is inappropriate, and might be unfoir 
to both. In elaborate elegance and wealth of descriptive power, in 
the success with which he has treated Canadian themes, and in some- 
thing of Miltonic stateliness and originality of style, Sangster has 
certainly no equal in this country. But in strong human sympathy, 
in subtle appreciation of character, in deep natural pathos, and in 
those gushes of noble and manly feeling which awaken the responsive 
echoes of every true heart, McLachlan is equally peerless. That they 
should both be so little known to the reading public of Canada, is a 
matter of sincere regret. Taking into consideration the subtle delicacy 
of thought and elevation of style which distinguishes much of his 
poetry, it is not so difficult to understand why Sangster should be 
comparatively unappreciated by the great mass of readers ; but that 
the sentiments of sympathy with humanity in all conditions, and the 
protests against every form of injustice and pretension, so simply and 
earnestly expressed in McLachlan' s poetry, should secure so few ad- 
mirers, is a fact that, in spite of all possible explanations, is by no 
means creditable to the taste or intelligence of Canada. 

Enough however has already been achieved, to be an earnest of better 
things lor the future. The philosophic subtlety and creative imagination 
of Heavtseoe, — the profound sensibility and exquisite musical harmony 
of Miss YiNiNO,— the lofty aspirations and ringing energy of Miss 
Haigut,— ^he delicate perception of beauty which breathes forth in 
the lyrics of Ascher, — the ardent human sympathy and tenderness of 
Mas. Lepbohon,— ^the calm beauty and attractive grace of Prof. 
Ghaphak,— 7the simple and graphic truthfulness of Mrs. MooDiE,-T-the 
intense communion with Nature in her moods of quiet loveliness, 
which soothes and charms, in the musical strains of J. F. McDonnell, 
— the simple melodies of Miss Johnson, full of earnestness and deep 
religious feeling, — ^and many other names worthy of honorable men- 
tion, give a pledge to futurity that it will not always be Winter 
with Canadian poetry. Should the soft Spring breath of kindly ap- 
preciation warm the chilly atmosphere, flowers of greater luxuriance 
and beauty would soon blossom forth^ to beautify and enrich our 
literature. 
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If these anticipationa are not realized, it is not because there is 
anything in the country itself uncongenial to poetry. If we are de- 
prived of many of the advantages of older countries, we have ample 
compensation in more unshackled freedom of thought, and broader 
spheres of action. Though poor in historic interest, our past is not 
altogether devoid of events capable of poetic treatment. But if 
Memory cannot draw rich materials for poetry from treasures conse- 
crated to fame, Hope unfolds the loftier inspiration of a future bright 
with promise. If we cannot point to a past rich with historic names, 
we have the inspiring spect^le of a great country, in her youthful 
might, girding herself for a race for an honorable place among the 
nations of the world. In our grand and gloomy forests — ^in our 
brilliant skies and varied seasons — ^in our magnificent lakes and 
rivers — ^in our hoary mountains and fruitful valleys, external Nature 
unveils her most majestic forms to exalt and inspire the truly poetic 
soul *j while human nature — especially human nature in its relation v 
to the spiritual and divine — still presents an exhaustless mine of richest 
ore, worthy of the most exalte genius, and of the deepest human 
and spiritual knowledge. 
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DAWN. 

7. 9.i 



Ever blessed and hckj light ; 
4^ied hxA ^e&e n^^ bit oae JGfooB beam, 
Wherever the eastern waters gleam — 
But one fimall ray^ &r Hhe m^t Is jdarl^ 
And the ^ce»i waits for the first bii^t^ipiiii ; 
Others are longing ^teo for Ihee, 

Break o'er 4iie ^ehi Bseak^'^ Hie seaj 

4lawn I rofi^'fi^gered dawn I 
Gome up and hendd another mpim j 
C!ome, tUl ^^e dark mists % a^i^iy; 
Gome, till the night gives place to day ; 
Gome where the deep black waters boom; 
Gome through the veil of the sullen gloom ; 
All things are longing, light, for thec^ 

Break o'er the sea 1 Break p^er the sea t 

day I hapi^^hapiy day ! 

Ghase 'the gloomy fihadows awqr* 

Though Naturci's slumbers seem et&m and 4i0ep, 

There tn!e ^ose on earlfli who ^ajmot sleep— 
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Those ^0 in toil alone are blest — 

Those who in labor alone find rest. 

Hearts that are breaking have need of thee ; 

Break o'er the sea ! Break o'er the sea I 

O light I tender^ tender light I 

There came a cry through the live-long night ; 

Wherever a mortal foot has trod, 

A cry of woe to a loving God, 

From those who would drink of the fabled wave 

That gives forgetfulness loii^ as the grave : 

Sorrowing souls have need of thee, 

Break o'er the jsea ! Break o'er the sea I 

waves that were moaning all night long, 
Break out, and join in the angels' song ; 
Thunder it out with shock on shock 
Into the ears of the dull hard rock ; 
Whisper it low to the far-off strand 
Where the ripplets lazily laugh on the sand. 
Till earth shall echo from flower to tree, 

Break o'er ihe sea ! Break o'er the sea I 

type of the Everlasting Day I 
Come from the East land far away ; 
The land whence once came a holy voice 
Bidding all mourning hearts rejoice ; 
Gome. and recall its echoes now. 
Flash on the darkened and sullen brow, 
Bid all doubts and all sorrows flee. 

Break o'er the sea I Break o'er the seal 
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sun, rise up from thy watery bed ! 
Rise till the shades of night have fled ! 
Sweep on,, on thy mission, and linger not, 
With rays of love, on each sacred spot 
Where He, the Pure One, for sinners bled. 
Where earth once covered her Maker's head — 
He that made thee is calling to thee. 

Break o'er the sea I break o*er the sea ! 



THE STARS. 

OHASLBS BAliaSTBB. 

From Hesperus, 



The Stars are heaven's ministers ; 

Right royally they teach 
Ood's ^ory and omnipotence. 

In wondrous lowly speech. 
All eloquent with music, as 

The tremblings of a lyre, 
To him that hath an ear to hear 

They speak in words of fire. 

Not to leamM sagas only 

Their whisperings come down ; 
The monarch is not glorified 

Because he wears a crown. 
The humblest soldier in the camp 

Can win the smile of Mars, 
And 'tis the lowliest spirits hold 

Communion with the stars. 
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Thoughts too refined fi)r utteraneOy 

Btherial as the air, 
Crowd through ^e brain's dim lahjriirtiis. 

And kave ^eir impress there ; 
As far along the gleuning void 

Man's searching glances roU, 
Wonder usurps 4he throne ijitfp&edi, 

But yiyifies the soul. 



heaven-cradled mysteries. 

What sacred paths ye*ve trod — 
Bright, jewelled scintillations irom 

The chariot-wheels of God I 
When in the spirit He rode forth, 

Witib vast crei^ve aim, 
These ^srere Hia footpiiDts kft behind. 

To magnify Bis Aamel 



GOB. 



AI.SZ. H'LAOHLAK. 



Hail, Thou great mysterioTSK bemg ! 
Thou the imseen yet all-seeii^. 

To Thee we call. 
How can a mortal sing thy praise, 
Or sj^vk q£ b31 thy wondrous ways, 

God over «114 
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God of the ^eat old solemn woods, 
-God of the desert solitudes, ' 

And trackless sea ; 
God of the crowded city vast, 
God of the present and the past, 

Oan man know Thee ? 



God of tibe blue yault oy«r]iead^ 

Of the green earth on wluoh we tread^ 

Of time and space^ 
God of the worlds which time conceals^ 
God of the worlds irhiok death r^veals^ 

To all our x^m* 

God €si i^ glorious realms of thoc^ht, 
From whiGii some simple heads haere caught 

A ray divine : 
And the songs which ronse the nations, 
d&ad ^die terrihle ocations, 

Lord God^re thine* 

And all the forms of beauty rare, 
WMdh toiling genius moulds with care^ 

Ye^the wiblime, 
The sculptured forms of joy and woe, 
By Thee were fashioned long ago. 

In that far clime. 

Far above earth and sp^ce and time. 
Thou dwellest in thy heights sublime.. 
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Beneath thy feet 
The ToUing worlds, the heavens, are spreacL 
Glory infinite round Thee shed 

Where angels meet. 

From out thy wrath the earthquakes leap, 
And shake the world's foundations deep, 

Till Nature groans. * 

In agony the mountains call, 
And ocean bellows throughout all 

Her frightened zones. 

But where thy smile its glory sheds, 
The lilies lift their lovely heads. 

And the primrose rare ; 
And the daisy, deck'd with pearls, 
Eicher than the proudest earls 

On their mantles wear. 

These thy preachers of the wild-rwood 
Keep they not the heart of childhood 

Fresh within us still ? 
Spite of all our life's sad story. 
There are gleams of Thee and glory 

In the daffodil. 

And old Nature's heart rejoices. 
And the rivers lift their voices. 

And the sounding sea ; 
And the mountains old and hoary, 
With their diadems of glory, 

Shout, Lord, to thee. 
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But ihougli Tbon art high and holy, 
Thon dost love the poor and lowly. 

With a love divine. 
Love infinite, love supernal, 
Love undying, love eternal. 

Lord Gbd^are thine 1 



SHORT DAYS.* 

IBIBOBB O. ABOHKB. 



Over the pale crust of the ermine snow 
The wind is roaming, chilled with winter's breath, 
And the dim waning days seem touched with woe 
For autumn's lingerii^ death. 

They gather varied hours in their train. 
And lay them in the stillness of the past, 
And o^er the fitful visions of th^ brain 
Their broken shadows cast. 

The evenings lengthen as the days subside. 
Deepening and broadening to the peaceful night, 
Like tender shadows, tempering as they hide 
The noonday's garish light. 



*Thi8 beautiftil lyric, as well as the other pieces by the same author in this TOlnme, 
is from " YoiOES FBOM theHbabth," published in 1868, by Ibidors 6. Abohxb, a 
young Jewish lawyer, of Monlreal. Though not without occasional defects, which 
seem more the ^sult of carelessness than of inability to do better, this YOlnme 
rereals a subtle and delicate imagination, earnest and tender aspirations alter the 
beautiftil and the true, and, in several pieces, a rich musical harmony, which is ftill 
of promise of higher achievement in ftiture» should Mr. Ascher continue to work 
the vein he has so auspiciously opened. 



And^dnll with ifloawiiiig okiidB and fvetfol skies. 
The little days pass 4)aii!ai;d to their ffaonme — 
Lift^'s shadowy landmarks, to oor maddened ejeBf 
But yanidied haee ^ mmi^ 

The hours shrLyel as we vainly try 
To grasp their fruits within our feeble hold ; 
Their glow and bloom and beauty seem to £e 
In ^inter's piercing cold. 

O lessening days that silently depart ! 
LeaTC us the broader faith and larger hope. 
So that the scarred and patient human heart 
May love with fuller scope : 

yield us the dec^r trust m hiuniiii tri^tl^ 
Show us the ipixrer jky sbo^e the hazq^ 
So that the nobler visions of our youth 
May light <n!ur devious wapps : 

Banish the frost «f doubt that aumbs the hefurt. 
Broaden the narrowing limite of Kfe's road ; 
So may your fleeting presence still impart 
A laatkig ioie fiff £ktd. 



THE DYING WAEBIOR. 



BXi^XN X. JOHNSTOV. 

A wanior layy with a heaving breast^ 

On ttie 4eld of the dying and dead j 
His cheek was pale and his lips compressedi 
Aad ^be fading li^t inm the distuit west 
Shone over his gory bed. 



The ii^rt?eam&(m, aod tiiemdcai'drose 
Wi^< her soft and tremulous glow ;. 

She 8hed> her light o'er fiie&dff and o'er foei^ 

AH deepmg together in doU repose 
On the battle^fiekl bebw. 

The warrior gazed with a moomful sigh 

On the blue and the star-spangled dome ; 
While tears shone bright in his sunken eye, 
And his vivid thoughts like the lightning fly* 
To his childhood's distant home. 

He thought of the mother who used to bend 
O'er hisi couch, when in sorrow and pain — 

Who to his complaints an ear would lend ; 

But alas 1 he knew that that dearest friend 
Would never bend o'er him again. 

He thought of Hi&seaies where once he strayed 

With his brothenrin days of yore ; 
He thought of the stream, the pead^fdl glade. 
The cottage that stood- m the diurk) gteea shade, 
Wi<^ the vBie» ai^emnd the cber. 

He thought, with a pang of dark despair, 
'Twas the hour they a ii u s od to meet 

With gratdTul' h«uis for t^ evming prayer ; 

He thought of the group, that wn« gat^iered tiiere ; 
He tliou^t*^^ a' yaeant seat* 

He knew that a fervent p*ay^r wpould rise 

For the lovedw«Ml the longrabsent one ; . 
He knew thi^ the tears would flow from their eyes, 
And his father'^ voice would be ehoked with sighs. 
As he prayed for his erring son. 
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He knew for bim they would all implore 

A renewed and a sanctified heart ; 
That when the toib of this life were o'er 
They all might embrace each other once more. 
Never, no never to part I 

One trembling hand to his brow he pressed, 
And the tears of contrition he shed ; 

He implored for pardon, a home with the blest ; 

Then he wrapped his cloak round his gory breast, 
And the warrior's spirit fled I 



SEEKING. 



Ainme l. walkxb. 



Where dost Thou dwell. 
Unknown, unseen, yet knowing, seeing all ? 
We find Thee not in hermit's lonely cell. 

Nor lofty palace-hall. 

No more at eve 
Thy form is with us on the dusty road ; 
The dead sleep on, though loving hearts may grieve 

The suffering bear their load. 

Night closes round — 
In the green forest-aisles no leaf is stirred ; 
So hushed, as if heaven's distant music sound 

Might even here be heard. 



\ 
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Through all we see, 
Up to the azure roof with stars inwrought, 
Through all Earth's temple^ do we look tor Thee ; 

Alas 1 we find Thee not. 

Yet Thou art near ; 
Father 1 forgive our weak and failing sight; . 
Forgive, and make our darkness noonday clear 
With thy celestial light. 

Thy love has given 
Faith's telescope, wherewith to gaze on Thee ; 
Aid us, that through it looking unto heaven, 
' Thy glory we may see. 



WHAT DO WE LIVE FOR?* 



JSHims B. HAIQHT. 



What do we live for? 

Is lahor so lowly. 
Toil so Ignoble, we shrink from its stain ? 

Think it not— labor 

Is Godlike and holy ; 
He that is idle is living in vain. 



*Thefe is in this piece, as in nearly all Miss Haight's poetry, the ntteranoe of an 
intensely earnest spirit, which rings ont like the sound of a clarion, summoning all 
ti^e hearts to arise and do battle for truth, right, and humanity. She writes like one 
who feels deeply the import of the great social questions of the age, and cherishes 
»n ardent desire for the social and moral elevation of mankind. Her poetry has no 
aimless loitering, or flower-gathering by the way: it goes like an arrow to its 
mark, stirring the soul to noble deeds of patient endurance and onseliish heroism. 
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What do we live for ? 

(keatkm is groaning, 
Her desolate |^es are yet to be built ;. 

The voice ot the years 

SweUs deeper the moaning. 
As time roUs along the dark tade of gttilt. 

What do we live for ? 

The questioa is sounding: 
Low in the silence, and loud in the din, 

And to each heart-ear, 

Widi warm pulses bounding; 
AnBl^rers come Aronging, without and wttfa^. 

What do we live for ? 

We live to be waging 
Battle, unceasing, with indwelling sin ; 

We live to fight on. 

In conflict engaging. 
Temptations without, and passions within. 

What do we live for? 

To sow, by all waters, 
Fruit-bearing seeds of deeds for all years ; 

To toil in the ranks 

With earth-s scms and dai]^hterjB, 
M«[^]dly starving with doubtings and fears. 



KM HUltlit is t teiusher in ati edticatibiuil institntion in the city of ITontrtiiBil. For 
s^eMl j9kn she has been an occasional contributor of short pieces to CiKiiftdiItt 
Jdttniitls; 9ikd there is none of our young Writers who has met. with motib &t6r, 
both from the pnblic and press. She is one of the very ft w of wHOni ^ feet 
tliat ihoyliaTe wiittto too UtUe. 
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What do we live for? 

We live not to rust out, 
Slothfully standing aloof i^m the strife ; 

A thonsand times better, 

More noble, to wear out, 
Battered and burned in the hot forge of life. • 



TO THE SEA. 



JAXE8 X'OABKOLL. 



Unfathomable waste of winds and waves, 

And stars that tuft the purple woof of night. 

And pin it, shadowed down, amid thy depths — 

How great art thou in all thy twofold strength ! 

Whether one vast unbroken sheet of calm, 

Where the long finger of the lonely mast 

Points through the azure solitude/ to €h>d 1 

Or whether, from out thy solemn slumbers roused. 

Shaking thy dripping hide and awful crest. 

Thou goest forth to meet the fierce typhoon 

That, plumed with darkness, blurred with fire and ^me, 

Scatters thy fleets 'mid shoals and sunken rooks, 

And leaves them like dead sea-fowl drifting there I 

How great art thou I — ^at mom I — or noon I-— or eve, 
When through the crimson portals of the West 
The huge, red furnace of the dying day 
Pours out its lava o'er thy radiant floor,. 
Till thou art as the vestibule of heaven 
o 
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Leading to the great llanoi of the ran, 

That carpets the dread fl^aoe before His throne ; 

And till the earthy clasped in ^j glowing anns 

In emerald splencbr 's IxNiie along itd path, 

And thou dost seem a giant mby set 

In the broad chasing of a Hionsand shores, 

Where then dost meet the sea^hells and the sands, 

A rim of golden dust, and pearl and rose. 



«I AM NOT sad: 



I am not sad ; I have a hope that tells 
Of joys that live beyond the things of earth, 
That springs from little seeds of love, and dwells 
Deep in the bosom where it had its birth. 
And those who sowed the little seeds of love^ 
In the bright spring-time of life's fleeting year. 
Still kindly watch the blossom from above, 
And come to see their love's sweet fruit appear 
EvEB, or in the still of summer noons, 
Or when the sun is smiling his adieu. 
Or when the night-harp breathes its solemn tunes, 
Or when the birds begin theur mates to woo/ ; 
EvEiu their hallowed presence lingers near. 
Unseen but by my iq>irit's sleepless eye, 
And gentle words Ml on my souPs quipk ear. 
Loving and low as mother's lullaby : 

I am not sad. 
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IL 
I am not sad ) thoi^ sorrows not a few 
Have 1^ %h»iT darksome trace upon mj brow, 
Still hopeful) I can life's rough way pursue. 
And *neath the load <^ duty meekly bow. 
For sorrows are but ministers of God, 
Sent to remind us of the home we seek ; 
"The path of sorrow He before us trod, 
Who taught the blind to see, the dumb to speak. 
When storm-clouds gather o*er the placid sky. 
The dull, foreboding drapery of gloom, 
Gt)d's bow of beaut^y^llfl the anxioins eye, 
Man shall not perish by a watery doom. 
So through the eye of faith a&r I read 
Bright promises amid the clouds of woe. 
When God ha^ promised^ should I be a&aid ? 
Should I be sad and weak and doubtful ? No ; 
I am not sad. 

III. 
I am not sad ; " man was not made to mourn,'* 
To drown in dreary wretchedness his years. 
Though hate and wrong, and penury and seom 
Oft make this world indeed a " vale of tears/' 
Still Eden-flowers in earthly gardens grow. 
Still man does deeds of mercy and of love. 
And the dread curse that *s written on hm brow 
Is half-effiM3ed by blessings from above. 
Have I to toil ? God sends me cheer^l light; 
Have I to suffer ? He eaa make me brave ; 
Am I sore temp|^ ? He can keep me right; 
Am I in danger 2 Mo can surely save ; 
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Am I a wanderer ? He has sent His Son, 
To bring me weary, heayy-laden, home. 
To worship there with angels romid the throne. 
And never from His presence more to roam : 
I am not sad. 



OLD HANNAH. 

ALXXAKDEB X'LAOHLAIT. 

'Tis Sabbath mom, and a holy balm 
Drops down on the heart like dew, 

And the sunbeams gleam. 

Like a blessed dream, 
Afar on the mountains blue. 
Old Hannah 's by her cottage door 
In her faded widow's cap ; 

She is sitting alone 

On the old grey stone. 
With the Bible in her lap. 

An oak is hanging o'er her head, 

And the bum is wimpling by. 
The primroses peep 
From their sylvan keep. 
And the lark is in the sky. 

Beneath that shade her children played; 

But they 're all away with death ! 
And she sits alone 
On the old grey stone, ^ 
To hear what the Spirit saith. 
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Her years are o'er three score and ten, 
And her eyes are waxing dim, 

But the page is bright 

With a living light, 
And her heart leaps np to Him 
Who pours the mystic harmony 
Which the soul can only hear ; 

She is not alone 

On the old grey stone. 
Though no earthly friend is near. 

There 's no one left to love her now ; 
But the eye that never sleeps 

Looks on her in love 

From the heavens above. 
And with quiet joy e&e weeps. 
She feels the balm of bliss is poured 
In her worn heart's deepest rut ; 

And the widow lone 

On the old grey stone, 
Has a peace the world knows not. 



DEATH OF CAPTAIN VICARS. 



HABRIBTT A. WILKIKS. 



There were sound of armies gathering 

Unto the cannon's roll ; 
There were sounds of martial melody 

Before SebastopoL 
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Oonrage wag BiaBtJkig in tke breast. 

And fire m Bnaay an eye, 
As BritaiB^s gallaiit ItostB moved on 

To conqu^ or Id die. 

There were poble i^eterans in that train 

Who boasted many a scar ; 
There was one who led his g^lant band, 

Young in those scenes of war ; 
Young, but how loved I — ah, many an eye 

That saw him arming there 
Was raised to Mess bim,.a8 his vmoe 

Broke tltrough tbe mitstj air, 
<' This way, 97th I 

^'By Hie flags thi^t o'er us wave, 
All that makes the brave heart brave ; 
By the ties of home's sweet band, 
Sheltered on our native land ^ 
By the ashes of our sires — 
By the light of Britain's fires — 
This way, 97th I 

*'By the burning vows that rest 
Deep within the patriot's breast ; 
By the bayonets that gleam 
In the young moon's flickering beam ; 
Though we stand on danger's marge, 
God will help us — ^up and charge I 
This way, 97th f 



^' fie will arm us ior this 1 
On this strange, this fearful night. 
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" Ere we rout! the treiGh'imul foe 
Some of tti may sluniber low ; 
See that each is ready— ^then. 
Fight and die like Chnstiaii men. 
" This way, 97th I 

" Forward I victory is ours, 
Though we fall beneath yon towers : 
England's glory is our crest — 
England's colors wrap our breast — 
Let the trenches witness bear 
That the dauntless brave fell there ; 
This way, 97th I" 

Fierce was the battle — ^wild the strife— 

The ground beneath them rang ; 
Bedan and Malakoff that night 

Echoed the musket's clang ; 
Two thousand of the treacherous host 

Advanced 'neath that dark sky ; 
Two hundred of Victoria's men 

Had met them at the cry, 

. "This way, 97th!" 

They fought and conquered, but the voice 

That led them Inravely on. 
The tone that cheered their lion-hearts 

For evermore was gone. 
Yet as tiie life-bfood flowed apace. 

He saw his victory won, 
And once more shouted as he fell, 
" Brethren, the foemen run 1 
This way, 97th 1" 
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fle died as many liaye gone down, 

Who bear the warrior's crest, 
With a treasured name upon his lips, 

And a locket on his breast. 
Oh, would ye learn how brave men fight ; 

Qo where the bravest lie I 
And would ye learn how fond hearts love, 

And how true Christians die — 
« This way, 97th I" 

Ye who beside him fought and won^ 

Still may ye hear the sound 
That from the watch, the camp, the war, 

Hath gone to holier ground; 
The voice that failed on Russia's plain 

Awoke to sweeter song. 
And still he whispers by your side. 

While beckoning on your throng, 
" This way, 97th r 

Oh, ye throughout our land, who gird 

The sword upon your side. 
And stand prepared in danger's hour 

To rush in battle's tide. 
Scorn not to seek the light he sought — 

Scorn not the path he trod, 
Through woes to victory on earth, 

Then glory with his God. 
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UNDER THE SNOW.* 



PAMBLIA S. VININO. 



Over the mountains, under the snow 
Lieth a valley cold and low, 
''Neath a white immovable pall, 
Desolate, dreary, soulless all, 
And soundless, save when the wintry blafit 
Sweeps with funeral music past. 

Yet was that valley not always so, 
For I trod its summer-paths long ago,. 
And I gathered flowers of fairest dyes 
Where now the snow-drift heaviest lies. 
And I drank from rills that with murmurous song 
Wandered in golden light along 
Through bowers, whose ever-fragrant air 
Waa heavy with perfume of flowrets fair-4^ 



* There is no Canadian poet whose poetry we have read, and re-read, with greater 
interest and delight than Min Yining's. This piece is no ordinary production. It 
contains beaatiAil imagery; a soand and elevated philosophy of suffering; great 
depth and tenderness of fueling; and a rich exquisite rhythmic music, that lingers 
in "the chambers of the brain," like the memory of a speechless joy. The snow, 
that silently and sadly buries all the glory of summer beneath its ley shroud, is 
here taken^as the suggestive type of that wintry blight that sooner or later fUls on 
every life, withering its brightest blossoms in hopeless decay. Shallow and thought- 
less hearts, blinded by the glare of fh>thy pleasures and sordid pursuits, may see 
no special beauty in such poetry ; but readers of more delicate sensibility, whose 
bygone years are shaded by the memory of deep sorrow, will feel the influence of 
its uncommon beauty, tenderness, and truth. Miss Yiniko is a teacher in the 
Canadian Institute at Woodstock. We understand that she intends shortly pub- 
lishing a volume of original poetry. We bespeak for it a fitvorable reception 
from the Canadian public. 
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Through oool|green liieadows, where all day long 
The wild-bee droned his voluptuous song, 
While over all shone the eye of Love 
In the violet-tinted heavens above. 

And through that valley ran veins of gold, 
And the rivers o'er beds of amber rolled ; — 
There were pearls in the white sands Ihiokly sown, 
And rocks that diamond-orosted dbone ; — 
All richest fruitage — all rarest flowers^ — 
All sweetest musie of summer bowers — 
All sounds the softest — all sights most fair, 
Made earth a Paradise everywhere. 

* * * * 

Over the mountains, under the snow 
Lieth that valley oold and low, — 
There came no cdowly consuming H^hi, 
But the snow swept silentiy down at night, 
And wh^ the ^omii^ lo(^ed forth again 
The seal of silence was on the plain ; 
And fount and forest, and bower and stream^ 
Were hidden all from his pallid beam. 

And there, deep-hidden under the snow, 
Is buried the wealth of the long ago — * 
Pearis and diamonds— veins of gold. 
Priceless treasures of worth untdd. 
Harps <^ wooderful sweetness stilled 
While yet the air was with music filled — 
Hands that stirred the resounding string 
To melodies such as the angels sing — 
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Faces radiant with smile and tear 
That hent enraptured the strains to hear-^ 
And high^cahn foreheads, and earnest eyes, 
That came and w^t beneath sunset skies. 

There they are lying under the snow, 
And the winds moan over them sad and low. 
Pale;^still faces that smile no more, 
Oaln^ closed eyelids whose li^t is o'er. 
Silent lips that will never again 
Move to music's ^trancing irtrain, 
White hands folded o'er marble breasts, — 
Each under the mantling snow-drift rests, 
And the wind theb requiem sounds o'er and o'er, 
In the oft repeated ' ^o more — no more J 

' No more — no more P — I shall ever hear 
That funeral dirge in its meanings drear ; 
But I may not linger with faltering tread 
Anear my treasures — anear my dead. 
On through many a thorny maae, 
Up slippery twk&j and through tangled ways, 
Lieth my cloud-mantled path, afar 
From that buried vale where my treasures are. 

But there bursts a light through the heavy gloom, 
From the sun-bright towers of my distant home; 
Fainter the wail of the sad ' no morp ' 
Is heard as slowly I near that shore ; 
And sweet home-voices come soft and low. 
Half-drowning that requiem's dirge-like flow. 
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I know it is Sorrow's baptism stem 
That has given me thus for my home to yearn — 
That has qaiokened my ear to the tender call 
Which down from the jasper heights doth fall — 
And lifted my soul from the songs of earth 
To music of higher and holier birth, 
Turning the tide of a yearning love 
To the beautiftd things that are found above ; — 
^ And I bless v^ Father, through blinding tears. 
For the chastening love of departed years, — 
For hiding my idols so low— «o fcw — 
Over the mountains, — ^onder the snow. 



SPRING. 



J. J. PBOOTXK. 



Light upon the wild-flowers dawning from on high 1 
Light upon the white clouds floating in the sky 1 
Light upon the green fields, light upon the rill I 
Happy mom is breaking o'er each lofty hill. 

Music in the rustling of the summer trees I 
Music in the many tones that sweep along the breeze ! 
Music in the little birds that haunt the budding spray ! 
Winter's snows are melting — Spring is on its way. 

Gladness in the mountains I. gladness in the plains ! 
Gladness in all Mature, bursting from her chains 1 
Gladness in the waters, rippling down their streams I 
Heaven and earth rejoicing in the sun's bright beams. 
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Happy, happy spring-time 1 Happy age of youth I 
Sioh in aspirations, rich in love and tmth 1 
Use it well, lest summer scorch ye with its sun, 
And your budding beauties droopy ere yet b^un. 



THE GOOD MAN'S GRAVE. 



VBSDSBIOK WBIOHT. 



E'en such is man — a shadow flies 
Athwart the trembling moonlit skies, 
Man heaves a breath, and lo f he dies ; 

But not for aye ! 
His soul may yet triumphant rise, 

A br^hter day I 

Though like a flower of loveliest bloom, 
That yields at mom its rich perfume. 
And e'er the night hath met its doom 

The good man dies ; 
Yet sweetly fVom the loathsome tomb 

His actions rise I 

The blessings of his kindly heart. 
The balm his soothing words impart, 
His life's example for a chart 

By which to steer, 
From memory's eye cannot depart, 

Or disappear. 
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. l^t when we feel the aelimg Toii 
Made by our blisflful hopes destroyed, 
Aad att our eneigies aa» oiojed 

With ^oom and eare, 
Gould we more fitly be employed 
Than musing there ? 

Beneath this resting-place we find 
A fitting theme for musing mind 
That is not to its errors blind ; 

But sedks to nuHid, 
And leaving earthly cares behind, 

8ee where tiiey ^id. 

The highest aim we self-impose. 
The noblest height ambition knows, 
The bftiest wing that ever rose 

In flight suSlime, 
May end in disappointment's throes. 

Perhaps in crime I 

Not soy the even, steacty race 

Of him who, yielding wisdom place. 

Adorned by humble pilgrim grace. 

Keeps on the road, . 
And walks erect, with fearless pace, 
^ To meet his God. 

Though eaf king cares his path surround. 
And sin should raise her rampant mound. 
He bravely stands on battle^^und, 

Nidr shrifiks with feaar : 
Faith is the bs^m fi)r every wound. 

And re^ige near. 
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Hb ta^st in Gcki is finnly stayed ; 
Gfod's love, his ready shield, displayed, 
And strong in merey, undismayed 

He bids them eome I 
Nor dreads the countless hosts arrayed 

'Twixt him and home ! ^ 



THE ARCTIC INDIAN'S FAITH. 



HOir. T. D. M'GBX. 



We worship the Spirit that walks unseen 
Through our hind of ice and snow : 
We know not His face, we know not His place, 
But His presence (md power we know. 

Does the Buffalo need the Pale-face word 

To find his pathway far ? 

What guide has he to the hidden ford, 

Or where the green pastures are? 

Who teacheth the Moose that the hunter's gun 

Is peering out of the shade ? 

Who teacheth the doe and the fawn to run 

In the track the Moose has made ? 

Him do we follow. Him do we fear, 
The Spirit of earth and sky; 
Who hears with the WapitVs e^r ear 
His poor red children's cry; 



48 8ELE0TI0N8 FROM 

Whose whisper we note in every breeze 

That stirs the birch canoe ; 

Who hangs the reindeer-moss on the trees 

For the food of the Gfaribau. ^ -v 

That Spirit we worship who walks unseen 
Through our land of ice and snow : 
We know not His face, we know not His place, 
But His presence and power we know. 



SONG OF MARY MAGDALENE. 



ALBZAITDSB M'LAOHLAIT. 

Weep not, though the Saviour 

Has gone with the dead, 
For the light and the glory 

Still halo ]^s head ; 
The sighs and the sorrows, 

The stigmas, the stains : 
The anguish is over. 

The glory remains. 



t\ 



Weep not for the Saviour : 

His sorrows are o'er, 
And jfis love shall encircle 

Our hearts evermore ; 
The rainbow of promise I 

The star ever bright I 
The compass to guide through 

The perilous night 1 



i 
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The light of the temple I 

The eye of the blind ! 
The food of the hungry J 

The ^iend ever kind I 
The well in the desert 1 

The shield from the blaat 1 
The staff of the wearyJ 

The refuge at last ! 
The sun of our glory ! 

The light of our eyes I 
Weep not for the Saviour, 
h For ]&e shall arise. 



VOICES OF THE DEATH-CHAMBER. 

MBS. J. I.. LXPBOHON. 

The night-lamp faintly gleameth 

Within my chamber still, 
And the heavy shades of midnight 

Each gloomy angle fill ; 
And my worn and wearied watchers 

Scarce dare to move or weep, 
For they think that I am buried 

In deep and quiet sleep. 

But hush 1 what are those voices 

Bising on the midnight air| 
Full of strange, celestial sweetness. 

Breathing love and hope and prayer I \ 

D I 
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Nearer still they grow and clearer; 

Ah I I hear now what they say — 
To the kingdom of God's glory 

They are calling me away* 

See 1 my gentle mother softly 

To my couch approaches now — 
What can be the change die readeth 

Upon my pale, damp brow, 
That she clasps her haqds in anguish, 

Whose wild depths no words might say ? 
Perchance she has heard the voices 

That are calling me away. 

The fond father of my children, 

The first sole love of my youth ; 
He the loving, gentle-hearted, 

So full of manly truth. 
Is kneeling now beside me, 

Wildly praying me to stay : 
'Tis hard, oh 1 hard to tell him, 

*' They are calling me away I*' 

Oh ! if earthly love could conquer 

The mighty power of death. 
His love would stay the current 

Of my failing strength and breath; 
And that voice whose loving fondness 

Has been e'er my earthly stayy ^^ 

Could half tempt me from the voices 

That are calling me away. 
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Nowy they bring my children to me, 

That loved and lovely band, 
And with wistful awe-stmck-faces 

Around my couch they stand^ 
And I strain each gentle darling 

To my heart with wailing cry, 
And for the first time murmur, 

" Oh, my God, 'tis hard to die 1" 

But hark I those strains of heaven 

Sound louder in mine ear, 
Whispering, " He, thy God, thy Father, 

Will guard those children dear " — 
Louder yet they grow, now drowning 

All soimds of mortal birth) 
In their wild triumphant sweetness . 

Luring, bearing me from earth. 



THE EMIGRANT'S FUNERAL. 



BJSV. B. J. H'OBOBGB. 



Strange earth we sprinkle on the exile's clay. 
Mingled with flowers his. childhood never knew ; 

Far sleeps he from that mountain-top so blue. 

Shadowing the scene of his young boyhood's play. 

But o'er his lonely trans-atlantic bed 

The ancient words of hopeful love are spoken; 
The solitude of these old pines is broken 

With the same prayers once o'er his fat^r said. 
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precious Liturgy 1 that thus canst bring 
Such sweet associations to the soul, 
That though between us and our homes seas roll, 
We oft in thee fcJIrget our wanderings, 
And in a holy day-dream tread once more, 
The fresh green valleys of our native shore. 



"MY SOUL IS HEAVY.'' 



My soul is heavy with the chain 
That drags me down to earth ; in vain 
I try to free me from its pain. 

And yet I ask not wealth or fame, 
I ask not power nor titled name, — 
Only my Saviour's love I claim. 

I fain would fix my wandering eye 
Upon my treasure in the sky, 
Bought by His death on Calvary. 

But I am weak ; my soul's best prayer 
To Heaven^falls earthward/ as it were r ' 
Afraid of gaining access there. 

Earthward, where my soul's hopes are not; 
Where I have but a pilgrim's lot: 
Why is my Father's home foi^ot ? 
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« 

Earth's fairest scenes must pass away, 
Man's mightiest monuments decay, 
And the poor traveller may not stay. 

Comforter Divine, appear. 
Impart the love that knows not fear, 
And let me feel Thee ever near. 

Then shall my soul, from earthly things 
Set free, soar up on tiseless wings, 
To where (Jod's choir for ever sings. 



I COME TO THE WELL. 



WILLIAM WYE SMITH. 



I come to the well, but its water 

Never quenches the thirsting within, — 

I bathe in the sunlight of morning, 
When the hynips of creation begin, — 

And still there is something of sorrow, 
Because there is something of sin. 

There is rapture and gladness and glory 

Around me in Nature I see. 
And my heart whispers sadly the story 

That the darkness and doubt is in me ; 
That (Jod and his works are all holy. 

And the sadness and sin is in mel 
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But I know that above there are blossomB 
As fair bs were Eden's at first ; 

And the tree with the sweet leaves of healing, 
And waters for quenching of thirst ; 

And grief is forgot in the glory, 
And murmoring never rehearsed t 



€K), DREAM NO MORE. 



PAMSLIA 8. YlNIirO. 



Gro, dream no more of a sun-bright sky 

With never a cloud ta dim ! 
Thou hast seen the storm in its robes of night, 
Thou hast felt the rush of the whirlwind's might. 
Thou hast shrunk from the lightning's arrowy flight. 

When the Spirit of Storms went by I 

Go, dream no more of a crystal sea 
Where never a tempest sweeps! 
For thy riven bark on a surf-beat shore. 
Where the wild winds shriek and the billows roar, 
A shattered wreck^to be launched no more. 
Will mock at thy dream and thee ! 

Qo, dream no more of a fadeless flower 
With never a cankering blight ! 
For the queenliest rose in thy garden-bed. 
The pride of the mom, ete the noon is fled. 
With the worm at its heart, withers cold and dead 
In the Spoiler's fearftd power I 
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Go, dream no more 1 for the dond will lia^ 

And the tempest will sweep the sea; 
Tet grieve not ihon, for beyond the strife, 
The storm, and the gloom with which earth is rife, 
Gleam out the light of immortal life. 

And the glow of unchanging skies I 



I SHALL DEPAET, 

HBLBN X. JOHlfSOir. 

When the flowers of Summer die. 
When the birds of Summer fly, 
When the winds of Autumn sigh, 
I shall depart! 

When the mourning earth receives 
Last of all the faded leaves, 
When the wailing forest grieves, 

I shall depart] 

When are garnered grain and fruit, 
When all insect life is mute, 
I shall drop my broken lute, 

I shall depart I 

When the fields are brown and bare, 
Nothing left that 's good or fair. 
And the hoar-firost gathers there, 

I shall depart ! 
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Not with you, oh 1 songsters, no I 
To no Southern clime I go, 
By a way none living know 

I shall depart t 

Many aching hearts may yearn. 
Many lamps till midnight bum. 
But I never shall return 

When I depart ! 

Trembling, fearing, sorely tried, 
Waiting for the ebbing tide, 
Who, oh I who will be my guide, 

When I depart ? 

Once the river,cold and bla<5k 
Rolled its waves afirighted back — 
I shall see a shining track, 

When I depart! 

There my God and Saviour passed, 
He will guide me to the last; 
Clinging to his merits fast, 

I shall depart I 



EVER WITH THEE. 



ANNIE L. WALKBB. 



No more in darkness, trials, and temptations, 
No more a waif on trouble's billowy sea. 
How sweet will be the day of my abiding 

Ever with Thee f 
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Bright after darkness shines the summer morning, 
Bright is the sunshine when the tempests flee ; 
But brighter far the home where dwell thy chosen 

Ever with Thee. 

Dear are the hours when those we love are near us ; 
Dear, but how transient must their brightness be I 
That one glad day will know no sadder morrow 

Ever with Thee. 

Love will be there : methinks all other glories 
Nothing to those enraptured souls will be, 
Filled with the transport of that one assurance, 
Ever with Thee. 

Bnt long may be the way that we must travel, 
And many a dark'ning storm we yet may see. 
Dread sorrows may o'erwhelm us ere we're sheltered 
Ever with Thee. 

Not so : thy hand, extended through the darkness, 
Leadeth us on the way we cannot see. 
And, clasping that, e'en here we walk in safety 

Ever with Thee. 
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DEATH OF THE PAUPER CHILD * 



MBS. J. L. LEPBOHOir. 



Hnsh) mourning mother^ wan and pale I 

No sobs, no grieving now : 

No burning tears must thou let fall 

Upon that cold, still brow ; 

No look of anguish cast above, 

Nor smite thine aching breast, 

But clasp thine hands, and thank thy God 

Thy darling is at rest. 

Close down those dark-fringed snowy lids 

Over the violet eyes. 

Nor heed their liquid light was clear 

As that of summer skies. 

Is it not bliss to know^ whatever 

Thy future griefs and fears. 

They will be never dimmed like thine 

By sorrow's scalding tears I 



* We remember Mbs. Lbpbohon (B. E. M.)» as an interesting contributor to the 
" Literary Garland " of former days. She has been for many years a fiiyourite con- 
tributor in prose and verse to Canadian and American periodicals. Her poetry is 
marked by simplicity and gracefulness of style, strong domestic and human sym- 
pathies, and liigh moral sentiment. The pieces in this volume, " TheDecUh of the 
Pauper Child," and " Given and Taken," unveil deep womanly tenderness and 
truth. Her achievements in prose-fiction have won her higher distinction, and 
made her still more extensively known than her poetry. Her poems have never, 
we believe, been published in book form. Several of her friends think it is due to v 
herself and to the publico to collect her fugitive pieces^ and present them in a form H 
suitable for permanent jn'eservation. / 
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Enfold tlie tiny fingers fair, 
From which life's warmth has fled, 
Forever freed from wearing toil — 
The strife for daily bread : 
Compose the softly moulded limbs. 
The little waxen feet. 
Spared Way-side journeys long and rough, 
Spared many a weary beat. 

Draw close around the lifeless form, 
The shreds of raiment torn, 
Her only birth-right — ^just such rags 
As thou for years hast worn ; 
Her earthly dower the bitter crusty 
She might from pity crave, 
Moistened by tears — then, final gift, 
A pauper's lowly grave. 

Now raise thy spirit's gaze above ! 

Seest thou yon angel fair, 

With flowing robes, and starry crown 

Gemming her golden hair ? 

Changed, glorified in every trait. 

Still in that beauty mild, 

1 mourning mother, thou dost know 

Thine own, tl^ late lost childl 

Wrapped in heaven's entrancing bliss, ' 

Veiled in its golden glow. 

Still thinks she of the lonely heart 

Left on ithis earth below. 
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Courage I — not long thy weary steps 
O'er barren wastes shall roam ; 
Thy darling prays the Father now 
To quickly call thee home. 



DREAMS OF THE DEAD.* 

J. J. PROOTBB. 
I. 

Oh^et me dream for awhile 

Under the winter sky ; 
Dream of the light of a vanished smile, 

And the hope of a day gone by ; 
Dream of a lovely face, 

And the grace of a lovely head, 
And the form that I clasped in a fond embrace — 

Let me dream for awhile of the d^ad. - 

Dead I can it be I am here 

Whispering this to my heart ? 
Dead I and I have not one welcome tear 

To soften the inward smart I 
Dead ! and I cannot pray, 

For I think of my love that is gone. 
And the hope that was withered in one short' day^ 

Has blasted my heart to stone. 

* " I%e Voices qf the Night, and other poems,*' by J. J. Procter, was published 
%y Mr. Lovell of Montreal, in 1861. Mr. Procter's poetry evinces a caltiyated taste, 
and an affluence of fancy that at times reminds one of Shelley pr of Tennyson. 
There is, however, a monotony of both style and feeling^ pervading a large portion 
of the book, which detracts something from its interest and merit. The poet'« 
soul is steeped in sorrow; and, though never commonplace, this shadow of sorrow 
darkens all subjects with an intense and morbid melancholy, that becomes at length 
oppressive. But in spite of these defects^ this volume displays^unmistakable poetic 
fteling and power. We understand that, as yet, it has had a very limited circulatioi^. 
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What have I left but to dream 

Of my love that is laid in her rest- 
To live as I lived, for my life's years seem 

Bat an empty dream at the best ! 
Everything round is still, 

And white as a new-made shroud, 
From the snow-clad lea to the pines on the hill, 

And the fleecy veil of the cloud. 

Here on the snow I lie 

Seeking a balm for care, 
Looking up to the blank of the sky, 

And the blue of the fathomless air. 
Hark I how the chill winds wail, 

And shiver and moan in their flight ; 
What a depth of woe in the sorrowful tale 

They tell in the ear of night I 

What is it that makes them sad ? 

Do they miss the grace of the flowers, 
And sigh for the time when their breath was glad 

With the sweets of the summer hours ? 
Ye do well, chill winds, to rave, 

^ For the day of your brides has fled, 
The earth lies heavy and cold on their grave, 

They are dead — and she too is dead I 

, II. 

Swoon into sleep, night, 

For the air is heavy and still, 
And the shimmering glance of the moonbeam's light 

Comes down like a deadly chill. 
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Oh sink, pale orb, in the west ; 

Sink down in the west till I see 
Her who lies long in her last^ong rest^ r 

Waiting alone for me. / 

Last eve, in my dreams, the veil 

Of the frost-bound earth was gone, 
And I saw her lying all cold and pale 

Like an angel fashioned in stone. 
The glance that could give me life 

Was asleep in the downcast eye; 
But the rose of thy lips, love, wife. 

Was bright with a smile from on high. 

How sweet was her calm repose 

And the smile that told of Heaven ! 
No passion, no tear, no fears, no woes. 

But the bliss of sin forgiven. 
I heard the flakes of the snow 

Fall soft through the winter air. 
And the foul worm crawl from his couch below,^ ]' 

But I knew that her God was there^ \ 



There, in the silent grave. 

Whence everything else had fled. 
Was the presence of Him who had died to save,. 

Watching the sleep of the deadw 
There was the Lord of Hosts 

Guarding the rest of my sweet. 
And Death, with his conqueror's pride and boasts,^ 

Crouched down at her Father's feet. 
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Let me dream thus again 

Seeing her nnder the sward : 
What better rdief for my heavy pain, 

Than to know her there with her Lord ? 
Farewell for a time, dear (ove : t 

Methinks I have much to learn ; 1/ 

For a strange light moves in the heavens above, 

And a voice that bids me return. 



SONG OF CONFIDENCE.* 



HABBIXTT ANNIE WILKINS. 



" I wiU tnut, and not be afraid.''— Bible. 

My path is in the wilderness, 

My way is in the desert wild. 
And dreary wastes and loneliness 

Mingle with rocks, in terror piled ; 
Yet One has promised he will guide 

To lands whose treasures never rust ; 
I have upon his strength relied — 

Can fle sustain me ? "I \rill trust 1" 

My path is through the waters cold. 
And billows rise on every side ; 

I hear the noise where breakers rolled, 
I feel their overpowering tide : 



• From Thx Aoaoia, by Habribt Aitnib. A new and enlarged edition of this 
volume has been Just issued from the press. Miss VTiLKiirs^of Hamilton^ has 
been figtYonrably known for many years as a contributor of verse to Canadian Jour- 
nals. She is a spirited and vigorous writer, distinguished by strong patriotic and 
martial feeling; and by a deeply religious spirit, which constantly recognizes scrip- 
tural piety as the tme source of strength and consolation. 
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A hand is on the flowing mane 
Of ocean's charger — stay it must ; 

One holds the breakers' bridle-rein, 

And can He curb them ? "I will trust I" 

The noon-tide sun is high in heaven, 

Its rays are bending o'er my brow ; 
No streamlet 'mid this sand is given, 

No green oasis near me now : 
. Nearer it comes — the siroc storm, 

Scorching and burning is its dust ; 
Yet I saw one in human form, 

The Good Physician—" I will trust !" 

The evening cometh ; I would rest, 

And in forgetfulness repose, 
But rain-drops stream upon my breast, 

Eorbidding my worn eyes to close ; 
Yet 'mid the tempest's hollow moan. 

The lightning's glare, the whirlwind's gust, 
I surely heard a soft low tone — 
* I know its whisper — " I will trust !" 

As on my weary way I passed, 

A bright star lit my midnight sky ; 

I prized its beauty — ^but a blast 
With heavy clouds went sweeping by : 

A voice came murmuring from above, 
" Mourner, yield not to sad mistrust; 

Again shall gleam that star of love. 
Fond and for ever ;" " I will trust I'* 
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Oh! can it be there waits on high 

A mansion now prepared for me ? 
And can I bear each weary sigh 

Until those golden gates I see ? 
Can He who loves preserve from harm. 

Re-animate my moulding dust, 
Fold me within his shelf ring arms, 

Happy for ever ? " I will trust I'' 



INFINITE. 



▲LBXAin>EB M'LAOHLAir. 

Unbar the gates of eye and ear— 
Lo 1 what a wondrous world is here, 
Marvels, on marvels, still appear 

Infinite! 

Great Mother from whose breast we're fed ! 
With thy green mantle round thee spread, 
The blue vault hanging o'er thy head 
Infinite] 

Why wert thou into being brought ? 
How were thy forms of beauty wrought ? 
Thou great upheaving of a thought 
Infinite! 

Which scooped the vales where dew distils, 
Which led the courses of the rills, 
And fixed the everlasting hills 

Infinite ! 

E 
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Which called from darkness brighi-ey'd day. 
Baptized it with a heavenly ray, 
And sent it on its endless way 

Infinite I 

Ye waves which lash the hoary steep, 
^ Ye mighty ^inds with boundless sweep. 

Great coursers of the trackless deep 
Infinite 1 

And yoi^ye streamlets on your way, 
Though laughing all the summer's day^ 
Ye only sing, ye only say^ 

Infinite! 

Sweet linnet singing on the lea I 
Wild lark in heaven's wide azure sea! 
The burden of your strain's to me 
Infinite I 

Lov'd violets 'neath my feet that lie. 
Sweet harebells, can ye tell me why 
Your beauty only makes me sigl^ \ I 
Infinite f 

Thou wild rose blushing on the tree, 
Ye daisies laughing on the lea, 
Sweet flowers, your message is to me 
Infinite I 

This dust's to spirit strangely wed, 
'Tis haunted ground on which we tread. 
The living stranger than the dead 
Infinite 1 
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A presence fills the earth and air, 
Hands help us when we're not aware, 
And eyes look on ns everywhere 

Infinite ! 

Earth, ocean, air, heaven's axnre sea ! 
ye have always been to me 
A marvel and a mystery 

Infinite! 

Who'll take the measure or the bound ? 
No line of ours can ever sound 
The fathomless, the great profound 
Infinite I 

I could I but from self get free, 
S * The <jpirit then might speak thro' me 
Of all this deep, unfathom'd sea 

Infinite! 



<. 



UNUTTERABLE THOUGHTS.* 



JOHN READS. 

Quia prodere tanta relata 

possitr 

— CLAUDIAir. 

There is a voice that never stirs the lips, — 
Felt, but not heard ; that vibrates through the soul, — 
A solemn music ; but no human speech 
Can give that music to the ambient air. 

*Mb. Bsadb has been for Beveral yean a poetic contributor to the Montreal 
press. His poetry contains true poetic feeling, and is replete with promlio. He at 
piesent resides at Masooache, C.K 
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The noblest poem poet ever wrote ; 
The brightest picture artist ever drew ; 
The loftiest music lyrist ever sung ; 
The gentlest accents woman ever spoke, — 
Are paraphrases of B,felt original^ 
That lip, or pen, or pencil, cannot show 
Unto the seeing eye or listening ear. 
The thoughts we utter are but half themselves ; 
The poet knows this well. The artist knows 
His hands bear not the burden of his thoughts 
Upon the canvas. The musician knows 
His soul must ever perish on his lips. 
Oh, hast thou ever loved ? Thou, too, canst tell 
How little of thy love the air can bring 
Unto the ear of her thou lov'st so well. 
Nay, even the eye, — " the window of the soul,".i — 
Though it may shed a light a little way, 
Gives but a glimpse of that which bums within. 

The sweet, unconscious tenderness of flowers ; 
The boundless awe of star-encircled night ; 
^e tear that trickles down an old man's cheek ; 
Ocean's loud pulse, that makes our own beat high ; 
The vocal throb of a great multitude j 
The pause when you have heard and said, " i'arewell !" 
And feel the pressure of a hand that's gone j 
The thought that you have wronged your truest friend. 
When he is sleeping in the arms of Death j 
The silent, fathomless anguish that engulfs 
Him that has found the precious power to love. 
And sees that all he loves is torn from him j 
His dying moments who is void of hope ; 



CANADIAN POETS. 69 

Jezebel ; Nero ; Judas ; any one 

Of all the hideons things that crawled through Ufe 

In human form ; — ^what mortal could express 

All that he feels in one or all of these. 

Giving the very image of his thought ? 

Life, Death, Hell, Judgment, Resurrection, God ; — 
Who can express their meaning ? Who can bound 
Awe that is infinite in finite words ? 

Thusymuoh of us must ever be concealed — 
Spite of the high ambition to be bom 
Of what is noblest in us — till His breath 
Who woke the morning-stars to sing their songs, 
Awakes our souls to fuller utterance. 



THE COMING YEAR. 



JOHK F. M'DONinBLL. 



I do not weep for the bygone days, 

Though they haunt my brain with their thrilling lays ; 

I do not yearn for the hours that are o'er. 

Though I treasure their sweets in Memory's store ; 

Their weird perfume, like the winds of Spring — 

Their hues as bright as a seraph's wing ; 

And their beams that play round each youthful thought, 

Like a sunset glow by the mountains caught : 

But why should I welcome the coming year. 

When I know not yet if it brings good cheer ? 
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The bygone year was a friend to me, 

With its hours of pleasure light and free ; 

Its summer days, and its autumn eves, 

And the spells that cling to its withered leaves ; 

Though its bloom soon fled, and its youth is lost, — 

*Twas a dream of rest for the tempest-tossed ; 

Its fruits still cluster roxmd Memory's vine, 

And its wreaths through the dimness of Age shall shine : 

Then why should I welcome the coming year, 

When I know not yet if it brings good cheer ? 

There were smiles and tears in the shadowy Past, 

But the gates of the Future are closed and fast. 

Though clouds may have frowned on my pathway of old, 

There were rainbow gleams on their sable fold ; 

The sunshine came when the waves were still. 

And the May-day smiled after winter's clull. 

I strive to gaze on the unknown shore, 

But the veil of the Mystic hangs before I 

Then why should I welcome the coming year, 

When I know not yet if it brings good cheer ? 

There may be Peace in the unseen land. 

And bowers of palm on its golden sand. 

And flowers that blend with the morning breeze— 

And isles of beauty on waveless seas ; 

Or it may be a region of death and gloom, 

With a cypress grove and a gaping tomb ; 

And a clime like the frozen Norland hills. 

Where the spirit sinks and the bosom chills : 

Then why should I welcome the coming year, 

When I know not yet if it brings good cheer ? 
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The festal lights from the cfusements shine, 
And the gohlets are filled with the choicest wine ; 
For Mirth is the queen of the joyous throng, 
With the laughter gay, and the ringing song ; 
The low fond whisper of Love and Truth, 
And the grasp of Friendship and manly Youth; 
But why do ye rush to the arms of the new, 
When the kind old friend was so good and true — 
Why welcome ye thus the coming year, 
When ye know not yet if it brings good cheer ? 



THE SECOND ADVENT- 



ATSnXIB L. WALKEB. 



In the hush of the silent midnight 
Shall the cry of His coming be ? 

When the day of the Lord's appearing 
Shall flash over earth and sea ? 

Shall it be at the morning's awaking, 
And the beams of the golden sun 

Grow pale and be quenched for ever. 
When his journey is just begun ? 

We know not, we dream not, the hour ; 

But we know that the time must be 
When earth, with its clouds and shadows, 
Will shrink, and tremble, and flee ; 



•Prom "Lbaves fbom the Backwoowds," published anonymondy in 1861. 
ThiB Yolnme was favourably received by the press, and a second edition was issued, 
which, however, has bad a very limited sale. It contains a number of pieces of 
much excellence, with some that are of a more feeble and commonplaoe character. 
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Will shrink to the deepest centre, 

And render before his throne^ ^ / 

The jewels the Lord will gather, 
The gems that He calls his own. 

Then, bright in heaven's noonday splendour. 
And robed like the dazzling snow, 

The saints to their many mansions. 
The chosen and blest, shall go. 

And songs of angelic gladness 

Be borne on celestial air 
To welcome the mighty gatherii^, 

The throng^ that shall enter there. 

And, oh ! in that awful parting. 

That day of unchanging doom, 

When earth shall give up her millions, 
And empty her every tomb. 

May we find in the Judge a Saviour, 
A Friendy whom we know and lov^ 

And be bidden by T^ni to enter u 

The courts of his ^ouse above. \\ 



VOICES OF THE PAST. 



B. H. DBWABT. 



The last faint gleam of Evening's golden light 
Has soMy died away : with noiseless hand 
The Autumn twilight-shades enshroud from sight 
Both sea and land. 
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* In the hnshed stillness of the darkened air, — 
Like lonely echoes of the surging main, — 
The Voices of the Past, with music rare, 

' Float through my brain. 

Their mournful tones enchant my listening ear 
\, « Like spiritysongs. They throng my soul unsought, 
! Rich with the hoarded gold of vanished years, 
And pearls of thought. 

Like winds and waves that swiftly, wildly sweep, 
Freighted with treasures from some far-off clime, 
They bear rich argosies across the deep. 
Dark sea of time. 

They tell of courtly pomp, and regal power 
And fame, which now in dark oblivion lie, — 
Of queenly beauty, fair as fairest flower. 

Which bloomed to die ;— 

Of battles fought and bloody victories won. 
For selfish lust of power and hdlow fame, — 
Of falsehood, tyranny, and crimes whieh none 
Can calmly name ; — 

Of love, as changeless as the stars of heaven, — 
Of joy that flashed, — like lightning o'er the deep,— 
Leaving the soul in rayless tempests driven 

To watch and weep ; — 

Of sunless paths where Doubt and Darkness lower, — 
Of Superstition's black and ruthless reign, — 
Of hero-faith, which gave the god-like power 
To smile at pain y — 
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Of morn, unveiling truths long vainly sougtit, 
Beaming refulgent o'er the weary night 
Of years, gilding the hills and vales of thought 
With holy light ;— 

Of Freedom battling with immortal might, 
Baffled and crushed in vain, victorious still, — 
Of kingly hearts, who still maintained the right 
With iron will ; — 

Of Poet-souls whose grancl immortal lays 
Float over fallen thrones and royal names ; 
And some, who sang in sorrow all their days. 
Oblivion claims ; — 
» 
And ardent minds whose yeai*s of life were spent 

Yearning for light, for truth, and spirit-rest ; 
But sought them not from God, and died at length, 
Sad and unblest. 

From thy dark bosom, unrelenting Past I 
These whispers of the buried years are borne, — 
Mysterious sunless sea ! though deep and vast, 
Lifeless and lorn I 

No stormy winds disturb thy waveless breast, — 
No starry skies dispel thine ebon gloom, — 
All beauteous things, whose light and love have blessed. 
There find a tomb. 

Life, like a river from the future, sweeps 
Along its shores with melody sublime. 
Bearing forever to those silent deeps 

The wrecks of time. 
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The wrecks of ardent love, of power and pride, — 
Of hope, that vainly battled with despair, — 
Of life, that sparkled like a mountain tide, — 
Lie buried there. 

Mysterious, grand, and melancholy Past I 
Empire of death, oblivion, and decay I 
Darkness shall veil thy depths, until the last 
Great judgment day. 



> 



Till then thou boldest in thine iron hand 
Records to which immortal fate is given, 
Deeds that shall rise and shine at God's command, 
As stars of heaven. 

Unearthly Messengers, your tones remind 
Of blighted blossoms of my wasted years. 
Of broken vows and baffled hopes, which blind 
With bitter tears. 

And yet, these whispered notes of dirge-like tone 
My sad and doubting heart with hope inspire, 
For brighter bums, as time has onward flown, 
Truth's beacon fire. 

All earth-bom glory dies and is forgot. 
But all that Heaven's immortal founts supply, — 
Trath, holy love, kind deeds, and noble thought,-- 
Shall never die. 



i 
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"AT EVENING TIME IT SHALL BE LIGHT." 



J. B. HAIOHT. 



blessed light, 
Infinite and supernal, 
Gilding life's close with beams of radiance bright ! 
blessed promise, 
Breathed from lips eternal, 
" At evening time it shall be light !" 

In this I rest, 
And dread no dark to-morrow. 
Breaking in gloom upon a darker night ; 
Henceforth I walk 
Beneath no cloud of sorrow, — 
" At evening time it shall be light." 

No more shall death, 
Like some deep^haded curtain. 
Shut darkly down upon my wondering sight ^ 
No longer shall I grope 
My way through life, uncertain, — 
*' At evening time it shall be light." 

I see the years 
Glide on, with measured tread, unweeping — 
I gaze, alike unmoved, on bloom or blight ; 
For still the promise sure^ 
My covenant-God is keeping, 
'< At evening time it shall be light." 
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I knc(W the earth 
Hath but a painful story ; 
That now J wrong triumphs o'er the true and right ; — 
But soon, for her, 
This gloom shall change to glory I 
" At evening time it shall be light.' ' 

Earth's evening time 
Draws on, 'mid scenes of passing wonder, 
Each day the powers of darkness gather might ; 
But God still reigns, 
And we this precious truth may ponder, — 
" At evening time it shall be light." 

Earth groans in pain 
And anguish for the new creation. 
She counts each moment of her lingering night, — 
Waiting the promise, 
' Long-delayed, of her salvation, — 
'^ At evening time it shall be light." 

I, too, look onward 
To the evening time with hopeful spirit, 
Its scenes of grandeur soon will greet my sight ; 
I know for me, 
That, trusting in my Saviour's merit, 
" At evening time it shall be light." 

Oh I haste^ Lord, 
The coming of that blessed morrow. 
Whose noonday radiance shall not ^ane to night ; 
That long-expected day. 
When, darkened by no cloud of sin or sorrow, 
" At evening time it shall be light." 
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liational mA §tmi0vt. 



THE FINE OLD WOODS. 

OHABLES 8AN08TBB. 

Oh I come oome away to the grave Old WoodSy 

Ere the skies are tinged with light, 
Ere the slumhering leaves of the gloomy trees^ 
Have shook off the mists of Night ; 
Ere the birds are up, 
Or the floweret's cup 
Is drained of its freslfiiing dew^ ^/ 

Or the bubbing rill. 
Kissing the hill, 
Breaks on the distant view ;. 
Oh I such is the hour 
To feel the pover 
Of the quiet, grave Old Woods I 
Then, while sluggards dream 
Of some dismal theme, 
Let us stroll. 
With prayerful soul. 
Through the depths of the grave Old Woods. 

Oh ! come, come away to the bright Old Woods, 

As the sun ascends the skies. 
While the birdlings sing their morning hymns, 
And each leaf in the grove replies ; ^ 

When the golden-zoned bee 
4 Flies from flower to tree, 
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Seeking sweets for its honeyed cell, 
And the voice of Praise 
Sounds its varied lays, 
From the depth of each quiet dell : 
Oh I such is the hour 
To feel the power 
Of the magic, bright Old Woods I 
Then, while sluggards dream, 
Of some trifling theme. 
Let us stroll| 
With studious soul. 
Through the depths of the bright Old Woods. 

Oh ! come, come away to the mild Old Woods, 

At the )ivening's stilly hour. 
Ere the maiden lists for her lover's steps. 
By the verge of the vine-clad bower ; 
When all jiature feels 
The change that steals 
So calmly o'er hill and dale. 
And the breezes range 
Weirdly strange. 
With a low, delicious wail ; 
This, too, is the hour 
To feel the power 
Of the silent, mild Old Woods I 

Then, while dullards dream 
Of some fruitless theme. 
We will stroll, 
With thankful soul, 
Through the depths of the mild Old Woods. 
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Oh I come, come away to the cahn Old Woods, 

When the skies with stars are bright, 
And the mild Moon moves in serenity, 
The eye of the solemn night. 
Not a sound is heard^ 
Save the leaflet stirred 
By the zephyr that passes by, 
And thought roams free 
In its majesty, 
And the soul seeks its kindred sky : 
This, this is the hour 
To t^t the power 
Of the eloquent, calm Old Woods I 
While the thoughtless dream 
Of some baseless theme, 
Here we can stroll. 
With exalted soul, 
Through the eloquent, calm Old Woods. 



OUR NATIVE iiAND.* 



HELEN M. JOH1780N. 



What land more beautiful than ours ? 

What other land more blest ? 
The South with all its wealth of floT^ers ! 

The prairies of the West ? 



•This spirited lyric i& alike creditable to the talents, patriotism, and independence 
of its author. Its loyalty is an intelligent attachment, free from blind prcjjudioe 
and crouching adulation, Miss Johnsok's poetry is characterized by unaffected 
simplicity, genuine sensibility, often tinged by sadness, a deep sense of the insuffi- 
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no I there's not a fairer, land 

Beneath heaven's azure dome- 
Where Peace holds Plenty hy the hand, 

And Freedom finds a home. 



cieney of earthly good, and ardent aspirations after the things that are i 
eternal. She was a native of Lower Canada; and died at Magog, C. £., in Mareh, . 
1868, after a long and painful illness, in the 29th year of her age. The loye of 
poetry, whioh early dereloped itself, in spite of circumstances the most nnpropitiODfl, 
proved a perennial source of solace and Joy, to a life distinguished hy more than 
an ordinary share of pain and suffering. In 1866, a small yolume of her poems 
was published in Boston, U.S., which, although the editfon is now exhausted 
Beyer circulated extensively in Canada. Though not free from the conmion fkalts 
of yonthital authorship, this volume presented unmistakable evidence of a genuine 
gift of song.. She continued from that time till the period of her death to eontri- 
hnte occasional pieces/for publication in the Sherbrooke Oeusettejand other Jour- 
nals. Her unpublished poems, from which most of the selections in this work are 
taken, exhibit a more cultivated tasteyand finished style, than we find in her 
published volume. Many of the pieces, among her unpublished remains, were 
evidently written under the influence of suffering, with the shadow of death gi»> 
dually darkening her life. The pieces in this volume, " I tihaU depart," "To a 
Dcmddion,** and " Good Night," illustrate this. She died in triumphant hope 
of immortality. The following lines, written with a pencil in her French testament, 
a few days before she died, give evidence of the clearness of her intellect, and the 
strength of her ^tly as she approached ** the river cold and black." Th^y were 
tlie last she ever wrote. 

Jesus, I know thou art the living Word ! 
Each blessed promise to myself I take ; 
I would not doubt, if 1 had only heard 
This— this alone—" I nbvbb will fobsakb ! '' 

\ 

I have no feai^-the sting of death is sin. 
And Christ removed it when He died for me: 
Washed in his blood, my robe without, within, 
Has xiot a stain thatGod Aimself can see. 

Wrapped in the Saviour's arms I sweetly He ; 

Far, far behind 1 hear the breakers roar ;— 

I Aave been dying— but 1 cease to die, ' ^ 

Ky rest begins— rejoice for evermore ! 
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The slave "viko imi iker name htA hmBif. 

Repeato it da^ and n^t ;'^- 
And envies every tittle libd 

That takfisito BOcO^asd tight 1. 

As to ihe Polar star ihey tmu 
Who brave a pathless sea, — 

So the (Oppressed in fieeret yeam^ 
Dear native land^&r thee ! 

How many lovaig memories ^^hrong 
Boand Britain's stormy coast 1 

Benowned in story and in song, 
Her glory is t>nr boast ! 

With loyal hearts we still abide 
Beneadi her sheltering Vfing ; — 

While with tme patriot love and fMcide 
To Canada we oling ! 

We wear no haughty tyrant's chain,-^* 
We bend no servile knee, 

When to the mistress of the main 
We pledge our fealty I 

She binds us with the oords of love,-^ 

All others we disoYm ; 
The rights we owe to Cbd above. 

We yield to ^im alone. 

May He our future course direct 

By liis imerring hand ; 
Our laws and liberties protect^ 

And bless our native land ! 
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JACQUES CARTIEII.* 

BOH. T. D. X'OJB. 

In the searport of Saint Mfdo 'twas a smOmg mt)rn in Maj^ 
When the Commodore Jacques Cartier to the westward sail^ aiway ; 
In the crowded old Cathedral all the town were on their knees 
Far the safe return of kinsmen from the undiscovered seas ; 
And every autumn hlast that swept o'er pinnacle md piei 
Filled manly hearts with sorrow, and gi^tle hearts with feat. 

A yeHat passed o'er Saint Ma^p— ^ain came round the day 
When theCommodore Jacques Cartier to the westward sailed away ; 
But no tidings firom the absent had come the way they went, 
And tearful were the vigils that many a maiden spent ; 
And manly hearts were filled with gloom, and gentle hearts With 

fear, 
When no tidings came from Cartier at the closing of the year. 

But the earth is as the Future, it hath its hidden side. 

And the Captain of Saint Malo was rejoicing in his pride 

In the forests of the North — ^while his townsmen mourned his loss, 

He was rearing on Mount/Royal the fleur-de-lis and cross ; 

And when two months were over and added to the year, 

Saint Malo hailed him home again, cheer answering to cheer. 

He told them of a region, hard, iron-bound and cold, 
Nor seas of pearl abounded, nor mines of shining gold. 



*Mb. MoGbb is better known to the GaBsdim pnbhc as an orator, a historian, and 
a politician, than as a poet. Though his poetry as a whole is scarcely eqaal to what 
his literary reputation in other departments might lead us to expect, yet many of 
the pieces in the " Canadian Ballads" have the tnie ballad spirit and ring. 
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Where the wind from Thuld freezes the word upon the lip, 
And the ice in spring comes sailing athwart the early ship ; 
He told them of the frozen scene until they thrilPd with fear, 
And piled fresh fbel on the hearth to make them better cheer. 

But when he cliang'd the strain — ^he told how soon is cast 
In early Spring the fetters that hold the waters fast; 
How the Winter causeway broken is drifted out to sea, 
And the rills and rivers sing with pride the anthem of the free; 
How the magic wand of Summer clad the landscape to his eyes. 
Like the dry bones of the just, when they wake in Paradise. 

He told them of the Algonquin braves — ^the hunters of the wild, 

Of how the Indian mother in the forest rocks her child ; 

Of how, poor souls, they fancy in every living thing 

A spirit good or evi^that claims their worshipping ; 

Of ^ow they brought their sick and maim'd for him to breathe upon. 

And of the wonders wrought for them thro' the Gt)spel of St. John. 

He told them of the river^whose mighty current gave 

Its freshness for a hundred leagues to (^bean's briny wave; I 

He told them of the glorious scene presented to his sight, 

What time he reared the cross and crown on Hochelaga*s height. 

And of the fortress cliff that keeps of Canada the key,^ 

And they welcomed back Jacques Cartier from his perils over sea. 



THE DYING SUMMER. 



▲VNIB L. WALKBS. 



Gently, sadly, the summer is dying — 

Under the shivering, trembling boughs, 
With a low soft moan, tlie breeze is flying — 



V 
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The breeze, that was once so fresh and sweet, 
Is pasong as swift as Time's hurrying feet. 
And where the withered roses are lying, 
The beautiful summer is surely dying. 

Gently, sadly, the waves are sighing. 

The leaves are mourning that they must fall; 
And the plaintive waters keep replying, 
They miss the light that has decked them long; 
They have caught the l^t bird's farewell song ; 
And lowly they murmur, from day to day, 

'< The beautiful summer is passing away." 

Ik 

Gently, sadly, the moon reclining 

High on her throne of azure and gold, 
With wai^ clear light, e'er the world is shining : 
Wherever she turns there are tear-drops shed, 
They will gleam^till the chilly mom is breaking. 
And the flowers with their last pale smiles are waking. 

Wildly, sadly, the night wind swelling. 

Chants a measure weird and strange, 
Hark 1 of the coming storm he is telling. 
And the trembling life^ that was almost gone, 
Flickers and shrinks at the dreaded tone. 
And scarcely lingers where, lowly lying. 
The tender and beautlM summer is dying. 
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A CANADIAN SUMMEIfS-NIGHT.* 

( WUh apedai emm dcMo Mt Ay. tk$ <mikQrkfi>r-^pvea€f^vfprk^ 



The purple shadows dreami&gj^ 
IJpoii the dreaming waters lie, 
And diu-ken with the darkening skj. 

Calmly across the lake we £oat, 

I and thon, my little hoa*'— 

The lake, with Ifcli grey Budt-capote. 

« 
We lost the moon an hour ago : 
We saw it dip, and downward go^ 
Whilst all the west was still argk^.. 

But in those blue depths, moon-forsaken, 
A planet pale its place hath taken ; 
And one by one the stars awaken. 



«We feel assured tlmt our readers wfll agree wi^ usTthst there is a peenliar ^^^ 
cbarm in this tranqnil apd piotiiresqiie' descrii^oii ol^' A C«aa4iw9i: &iimiiier's ^ ] 
Night," so rich with Canadian; imagery and associations. There is a yei& of quiet, / 
tender feeling running through the poem, which, like a golden thread on which ^ 
these images and incidents are strung, gires unity to the whole; while the intense 
sympathy of the poet with the " witchery" of Nature, in her summer life, hiean ns 
along with him and gives^ a vare viyidBess and attraction to his descriptioiis. 
PBOVB880B Chapman's " Sono of Crabitt" unmistakably discloses true poetic 
power. We regret that the plan of the poem and of this work^ alike preclude our ^'^ 
placing any &ir specimen of it before our readers. ^ ^ 



n. 

TVlth noiselefls. padfie-cUp w ^Sdt 

Then cmVaimidsfe thft wjBfaB»iridal 

With u» ihsEtt fliMiteA here last ni^ 

Wild thietttaoii^ mveft nitii ftam^ape uliite, 

But these hfiiPttBov^pBotatttfaeiriBi^il^ 

W^loimr Aty woidl:nol iajdieiu^ 
Those toifliag wsTQi^. so boistaroiuH-*' 
And wheret^knoir their fi?et and faas? 

Only a np^'mivBidf&nem 

The sviiiiierla]d»*--aDd plashes ieir^ 

Agabuit the \mby ia fitfid flev. 

in. 

Still eaaB8«i:i&0«^ Uson Wbipi»orrWill f ' 
When dropped t^iBMXKkhdBBdtlie^lBDl 
I heard thee, aad^IhearAee^stiUL 

But mii^dd irilh th j ptaintiTe oqr 
A wilder soBsd oenes dibiBg l^^ 
Ontoj^tba piaeHiK»d8y sokmdy;. 

It, dies — aiid^th0ft firom tree ta^ tne*^ 
Beep hceatlwip p«%aad BOomMi^r 
The nnwrauv^of a sughty saa^ 

Ba;kharkl The i^l's oiy eKooaaoiew^ 
Pieroing tbe daxk pBt^&iml^iSmm^, 
Wi&ita long tM^lKMV tQp4i^ 1^ 
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IV. 



SwifW and swifter, on we go; 

For though the breeze but feigns to blow, 

Its kisses greet us, soft and low. 

But with us now, and side bj side, 
Striving awhile for place of pride, 
A silent, dusky form doth glide. 

Though swift and light the birch-canoe, 
It cannot take the palm from you. 
My little boat, so trim and true. 

" Indian I where away to-night ?" 

" Homewards I wend : yon beacon light 

Shines out for me — good night ! " " Good night I" 

V. 

Shorewards again we glide— and go 
Where the sumach shadows flow 
Across the purple cahn below. 

There, hidden voices all night long 
Keep up, the sedgy creeks among. 
The murmurs of their summer song — 

A song most soft and musical — 
Like the dulled voice of distant fall, 
Or winds that through the pine-tops calC 

And where the dusky swamp lies dreaming. 
Shines the fire-flies' fitfiil gleaming — 
Through the cedars— dancing, streaming! 
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VI. 



Who hides in yonder dusky tree, 
Where but the bats awake should be. 
And with his whistling mocketh me ? 

Such quaint, quick pipings — ^two-and-two : 

Half a whistle, half a coo : 

Ahy Master Tree-Frog, gare-drvous I 

The owls on noiseless wing gloom by ^ 



s». 



Beware, lest one a glimpse espy 

Of your grey coat and jewelled eye— 

And so, good night I — ^We glide anew 
Where shows the lake its softest blue, 
With mirrored star-points sparkling through* 

VII. 

The lights upon the distant shores 
That shone so redly, shine no more : 
The Indian-fisher's toil is o'er. 

And) deepening in the eastern skies, 
Where up and up new stars arise, 
A pearly lustre softly lies. 

Thy witchery waneth. Fare-thee-well, 
Summer Night 1 Thy tender spell 
Within my dreamis long time will dwell*- 

And paint, in many a distant scene, 
The lake— the shore — the forest green, 
<< The marks of that which once hath been.'' 
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VIGEIUSQUARE. 



Here in this quiet garden shade, 

"Wliose Mosfioms ^read tbeir bloom before me, 
The world's gay cheats, — ^life's masquerade 
Like evil ghest& fi^mn memory fade, 

And cahn and holy thoughts oome o'er me. 

Ambrosiil haui^i tte orient light * 
Falls golden OB thy sofb sedusion ; 
And|Uke the lona and shadowy night, 
Grim care, abashed, has taken fiight, 
And joys gleam forth in rich profusion. 

These odorous flowers that feast the bee, 

Those mimic fountaina "gunward leaping, 
And yon red rowans on the tree, 
That bring my childhood badt; to me,^^ 
With hallowed scenes of Memory's kei^iog. 

All these, and more, with beatd;y dad. 

Invite the City's weary mortab — 
The pale-faced maid, the widow sad, 
And sinking merchant, growing mad, / 
To muBe wlihin these peaceful portalsi* 

Here is the stone that sages sought. 

Here the famed lamp of blest Alladd^n ; 
Objects that tdl ambitioufl thought, 
<< All thai thy greel bath ^r caught 
} 6aBD0tp^:.ii%. ooQflofe ami ghuUen^" 



THE CBAUBrtlKB FALLS. 

BTAH X'OOLL. 

Where the Ottarvra pours its magnificent tide 
Through ferests primeval, dark-waving and wide, 
There's a scene that fbr grandeur has scarcely a peer, 
'Tis the wild, roaring mdi of the mighty Chaudidre. 

On, onward it dashes^an ocean of q^ray ; 

How madly it lashes the rocks va its way t 

Like the onset of hosts, when spear breaks against spear, 

Is th' omnipotent sweep of the mighty Chaudi^. 

Evermore, lond as^ thund^ the wdkin. ihat rendiy 
Hark that anthem saUimewhieh to Heaven ascends! 
Those dark crags ia ils puth seem to quiver with fear; 
They may well dread the shock of the mighty Ohaudidre ! 

The pround oonqueror^s mi^t is the boast of a day ; 
Thine, )river majestiot endureih for aye. 
Strange thought, that just t^us upon Time's infimt ear 
Game the God-speaking voice ot the mi^ty Cbmxdidre. 

Though^ for lips uninspired^ it seems almost a ofime 
To be aught else than mute by a scene so sublime; 
Gould I paint as Ifeel while I gaze on it here, 
How imiRfiitaliB song weie the mighty Chavdij^l 
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BKITANNIA. 

ALBZAFDBB X'LAOHLAIT. 

All hail, my country ! hail to thee, 
Thou birthplace of the brave and free ; 
Thou ruler upon land and sea: 
Britannia I 

No thing of change, no mushroom state ; 
In wisdom thou canstt work and wait; ^ 
Or wield the thunderbolts of Fate : / 

Britannia! 

Oh, nobly hast thou play'd thy part ^ [ j 
What struggles of the head and heart 
Have gone to make thee what thou art, 
* Britannia I 



'^. 



7 



What tho' thy manners may be grufl^ 
Thy native virtues rude and rough f 
Yet is thy heart the sterling stuff, 
Britannia \ . 

Great mother of the mighty dead t 
Sir Walter sang, and Nelson bled. 
To weave a garland for thy head, 
Britannia 1 , 

And Watt, the great magician, wrought, 
And Shakespeare ranged the realms of thought, 
And Newton soared, and Cromwell fought, 
Britannia I 
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And Milton's. Hgli seraphic art, 
And Bacon's head and Bumsj^ heart, 
Are glories that shall ne'er depart, , 
Britannia 1 

These are the soul of thy renown ; 
The gems immortal in thy crown ; 
The suns that never shall go down — 
Britannia 1 

Still li^thy path in truth divine, 
Held sacred by thy seal and sign; 
And power and glory shall be thine, 
Britannia! . 

BROCK, 

0HABLE8 BAN08TBB. 
(^Oct. 13M, 1859.») 

One voice, one people,— one in heart 
And soul, and feeling, and desire 1 
Be-light the smouldering martial fire, 
Sound the mute trumpet, strike the lyre, 
The hero deed cannot expire. 

The dead still play their part. 

Baise high the monumental stone t 
A nation's fealty is theirs, 
And we are the r^oicing heirs. 
The honored sons of sires whose cares 
We take upon us unawares. 
As freely as our own. 

* TlM day of the inangnraiion of the new^Monument on Qneenaton HeigMf. 
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We boast nofc of the victory, 

But render honiage, deq) andjiiBty 
To his — to iheif'-^iBmiMrtal dust, 
Who proved so irorthy of their trust 
No lofty pile nor sculptured bust 
Can herald their d^ee. 

No tongue need blaeoB forth their farne-^ 
The cheers that stir the sacred hill 
Are but mere promptings of the will 
That conquered then, that conquers still ; 
And generations yet shall thrill 
At Brock's remembered name. 

Some souls are the Hesperides 

Heaven sends to guard the golden age, 
Illuming the historic page 
With records of their pilgrimage ; 
True Martyr, Hero, Poet, Sage : 
And he was one of these. 

Each in his lofty sphere sublime 

fiits crowned above the common throng, 
Wrestling with some Pythonic wrong. 
In prayer, in thunder, thought, or song ; 
Briareus-limbed, th^ sweep along, 
^ The Typhous of ih^time. , 



IN MEMORIAM OF OCTOBER 26, 1864. 

Written <m the oceeukm qfthe BaUMaoa ^et^vai. 



Oh I say not that the chivalryv 15"^ 

That our brave fathers led ^ 

To poble deeds of bravery^ ^ 

In us their sons is dead ! 
For the same blood that leaped of yore^ ^) 

Upon the battle plains 
Of Cre^y and of Agincomiy ^ 

Stiuleaps within our veins. 

The times are changed ; the arts of peace 
Are cherished more than then| , / 

BA until wars for ever ceasOi^ ^^ ^, 
Our country shall have men 

To draw the sword for country's good, 
To battle for the right, 

To shed their hjeart's best drop 6f blood 
In many a hard^ought fight. ^ 

All honour to the good and brave 

Who fought in days of old, 
And shame upon the sordid knave ^ / 

Whose heart *s so dull and cold^ '^ ' 
As not to feel an honest glow ' 

Of patriotic pride/ ^ 

When he is told that long ago 

Such heroes lived and died.. 
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But here, to-niglit, we meet to tell, 

Around the festal board, . 
Of those^ who, to oppression quell, 

As bravely drew the sword. 
Who blenched not at the thought of death, 

But at their country's cally^ 
Were willing to resign their breath 

Unto the Lord of all. 

And some are here with us to-night,^ 

Who^on that glorious dayj 
For God's and for a nation's right, 

Fought in that bloody fray ; 
Who, fearless, mid the cannon's din, 

Charged with that hero-band, 
That with their own heart's-blood did wm 

Fame for their native land. ^ 

But some beneath the Eastern sun 
Have found a warrior's rest ; 

The laii4 on which their fame was won, 
^ Has clasped them to her breast. 

And many a heart has sorrowed long 
For those that never come ; 

But God, the God of battles, strong. 
Will give their soub a home. ; . 

Then let us to their memory give^ ^^' 
A grateful, manly thought, J 

And, if we prize them, let us live 
As nobly as they fought ; < 
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Each life is but a battle-field, 

The Wrong against me. Right, 
Then think, when Right to Wrong would yieldj. 

Of Balaklava's fight. 



THE HIGHLAND EMIG^AJOT'S* LAST FAREWELL.^ 

(For Mtuic.y 



EYAN M'COLL. 



Adieu my native land — adieu 

The banks of fair Lochfyne, 
Where the first breath of life I drew, 

And would my last resign ! 
Swift sails the bark that wafteth me 

This night from thy loved strand ; 
0^ must it be my last of thee. 

My dear, dear Fatherland 1 

Scotland I o'er the Atlantic roar, 

Though fated to depart, 
Nor time nor space can e'er efface 

Thine image from my heart. 



•This piece has the true lyrical ring. The deep sensibility, condensed thought, 
and sonl-stirring patriotism of this shori; ode, would alone vindicaCe Mr. McColl's 
right to the title of a true bard. The " Afountain Minstrel/' as he is called in hia 
native land, is much more extensively known as a poet in Scotland^ than in 
Canada. He has the peculiar fortune of having won distinction by his lyrics^ both 
In Gaelic and English. 'A prominent place has been a£fsigned him in Jk^Eenzie's 
" Beauties qf Ctaelic Po^ry, and Lives of the Highland Bards.** And his poetry has 
been spoken of in terms of warm admiration by several eminent British critics. 
He was born in Sootiand in.1808, but has resided in Kingston^r many years past. 

a 
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Come weal, oome woe — ^till life's last throe, 
My Highland ^ome shall seem 

An Eden bright in Fancy's light, 
A Heaven in Memory's dream I 

Land of the maids of matchless grace, 

The bards of matchless song, 
Land of the bold heroic race 

That never brook'd a wrong f 
Long in the front of nations free 

May Scotland proudly stand: 
Farewell to thee4-farewell to thee, 

My dear, dear Fatherland I 



HOME-SICK STANZAS. 

BOjr. T. D. M'OBB. 

Twice had I sailed the Atlantic o'er, 

Twice dwelt an exile in the ^est ; 
Twice did kind ^atnre^s sHil restore 

The quiet of my troubled breast — 
As moss upon a rifted tree/ 

So time its gentle cloaking did, 
But though the wound no eye could see. 

Deep in my heart the barb was hid. 

I felt a Weight where'er I went — 
I felt a void within my brain ; 

My day-hopes and my dreams were blent 
With sable threads of mental pain ; 



OANABIAN POETS. 99 

My eye delighted not to look 

On forest old or rapids grand ; 
The stranger's pride I scarce could brook, 

My heart was in my own dear land. 

Where'er I turned^ some emblem still 

Roused consciousness upon my track ; 
Some hill was like an Irish hill, 

Some wildl>ird's whistle called me back; 
A sea-bound ship bore off my peaoe^ 

Between its white, cold wings of woe ; 
Oh, if I had but wings like these, 

Where my peace went^ Itoo would go. 



OUR OWN BROAD LAKE.* 

THOXAS M'QUBVB^. 

We cannot boast of high green hills, 
Of proud bold cliffs, where eagles gathe 
Of moorland glen and mountain rills, 
Tbat echo to the red-belFd heather. 



*Hr. XoQaeen was extensively known through Canada West both as a poet and 
■ an editor. He died in July, 1861. The following is extracted firom a tribnte to hit 
■cmory, written by W. W. Smith, Esq., editor of the Owen Sound Timei, aad 
paUiflhed in that paper at the time of his death. 

" Mr. KoQneen, before his emigration to Canada, was somewhat known in Seoi- 
land as a ^oet Three little volumes, published between 1896 and 1860, were so 
wen reoeived/that they have run thro' three editions each. While finding mneb to 
eommend in liis poetry, we cannot help regretting it took so political a turn; and 
that^Natare, the inexhaustible field of the rural poet, was only courted at Inter- 
vals. Some twelve years ag(y Mr. McQueen commenced the publication of tbe 
atfffud newspaper at Goderich. Afterward^ he removed to Hamilton, and 



937120^ 
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Thou hast no streams renowned in classic lore. 
No vales where fabled heroes moved of jore. 
No hills where Poesy enraptured stood. 
No mythic fountains, no enchanted wood ; 
ButiOnadomed, rough, cold, and often stem, 
The careless eye to other lands mighi turn/ 
And seek, where Nature's bloom is more intense, 
Softer delights to charm the eye of sense. 

But we who know thee, proudly point the hand 
Where thy broad rivers roll serenely grand — 
Where, in still beauty 'neath our northern sky. 
Thy lordly lakes in solemn grandeur lie — 
Where old Niagara's awful voice has given 
The floods' deep anthem to the ear of ^eaven — 
Through the long ages of the vanished past ; 
Through Summer's bloon^ and Winter's angry blast,- 
Nature's proud utterance of unwearied song. 
Now, as at first, majestic, solemn, strong. 
And ne'er to fail, till the archangel's cry 
Shall still the milUoa tones of earth and sky, 
And send the shout to ocean's farthest shore :— • 
^Be hushed ye voices! — iime shall be no more I' 

Few are the years that have sufficed to change 
This whole broad land by transformation strange, 
Once far and wide the unbroken forests spread 
Their lonely wastes, mysterious and dread — 
Forests/ whose echoes never had been stirred 
By the sweet music of an English word^ 
Where only rang the red-browed hunter's yell. 
And the wolf's howl through the dark^ sunless dell. 
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Now frtiitful fields and waving orohard treee 
Spread their rich treasures to the summer breeie. 
Yonder, in queenly pride, a city stands, 
Whence stately vessels speed to distant lands; 
Here smiles a hamlet through embowering green, 
And there, the statelier village-spires are seen ; 
Here by the brook-side clacks the noisy mill, 
There, the white homestead nestles to the hill ; 
The modest school-house here flings wide its door 
To smiling crowds that seek its simple lore ; 
There, Learning's statelier fane of massive walls 
Woos the young aspirant to classic halls | 
And bids him in her hoarded treasures^ find 
The gathered wealth of all earth's gifted minds. 

Here, too, we see, in primal freshness still. 
The cool, calm forest nodding on the hill. 
And o'er the quiet valley, clustering green. 
The tall trees linked in brotherhood serene. 
Feeding from year to year the soil below, 
Which shall, in time, with golden harvests glow, 
And yield more wealth to Labor's sturdy hands 
Than fabled Eldorado's yellow sands. 

Where once, with thund'ring din, in years bygone, 
The heavy waggon labored slowly on^ 
Through dreary swamps^by rudest causeway spanned. 
With sha^;y cedars dark on either hand — 
Where wolves oft howled in nightly chorus drear, 
And boding owls mocked the lone, traveller's fear — 
Now, o'er the stable Kail, the jtron-horse 
Sweeps proudly on/ m his exultant course, 
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Bearing, in his impetuous flight along, 
The freighted car with all its living throng, 
At speed which rivals in its onward flight 
The bird's free wing through azure fields of light. 

Wealth of the forest — treasures of the hills — 
Majestic rivers, — fertilizing rills, — 

Expansive lakes, rich vales, and sunny plains, ^ / ; 

Vast fields where yet primeval Aature reigns, \\^ / 

Exhaustless treasures of the teeming soil — <^ 

These loudly call to enterprising Toil. 

Nor vainly call. From lands beyond the sea^ 
Strong men have turned, Canada I to thee,- 
Tumed from their fathers' graves, their native shore, 

^ Smiling to scorn the floods' tempestuous roar, 

\) Gladly to find) where broader, ampler room 
\ Allured their steps,-<^a happy Western home, ""y 



The toil-worn peasant looked with eager eyes 
O'er the blue waters/ to those distant skies f ^j. 
Where no one groaned 'neath unrequited toil t ^j' 
Where the strong laborer might own the soil j 
On which he stood / and, in his manhood's strength. 
Smile to behold his growing fields at length ; — 
Where his brave sons might easily obtain 
The lore for which their father sighed in vain, 
And, in a few short seasons, take their stand 
Among the learned and gifted of the land. 

Oould ocean-barriers avail to keep 

That yearning heart in lands beyond the deep ? 



T'l 
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No I-fflhe sweet vision of a home — ^his own^.-* 
Haunted his days of toil, his midnights lone I 
Till,, gathering up his little earthly store, 
Boldly he sought this far-off Western shore ; 
In a few years to realize far more 
Than in his wildest dreams he hoped before. 

We cannot boast those skies of milder ray, 
'Neath which the orange mellows day by day ; 
Where the Magnolia spreads her snowy flowers, 
And Nature revels in perennial bowers ; — 
Here, Winter holds his long and solemn reign, 
And madly sweeps the desolated plain ; — 

; But Health and Vigor hail the wintry strifey <5 ) . 

i With all the buoyant glow of happy life | ?/ 

And by the blazing chimney's cheerM hearth^ y 
Smile at the blast 'mid songs and household mirth; 

"^ : Here^ Freedom looks o'er all these broad domains, 

And hears no heavy clank of servile chains j, Cr^d 

Here man, no matter what hisi skin,m &yi be, 
Can stand erecty and proudly say,jSj'M free 1' — \^ 
No crouching slaves cower in our busy martsy ^7^ 
With straining eyes and anguish-riven hearts. ^ 



V 



The beam^that gilds alike the palace walls 
Ijj And lowly hut^ with genial radiance^falls 
' On peer and peasant, — but the humblest here ^ 

Walks in the sunshine, free as is the peer. 
Proudly he stands with muscl^ strong and free, 
The serf-l-the slave of no man^ doomed to be. t^f 
^ His own/ the arm the heavy axe that wields ; 
,^ HisownythehaudsthaitUlthesummerfields; 



SONG FOR CANADA. 



0HABLX8 BANGS^B. ^ 

Sons of the race whose sires V" "^ 
Aroused the martial flame, . > 
' That filled with smiles 
1 The triune Isles^ ^. \- ^ 
Through all their heights of fame I^ 
With hearts as hrave as theirs/ 
With hopes as strong and high, 
We*ll ne'er disgrace j^ 
The honored race ^ 

Whose deeds can neyer die. * 
Let hut the rash intruder 4ai^ 
To touch our darling strand, . 
The martial fires 
^ , That thrilled our sires 

Ir Would flame throughout the land. 



.^ 

^ 
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' His owny ih^ babes that prattle in the door ; . • 

y ' His own^the wife that treads the cottage floor ; 

All thesweef tiesof lifS'tohim-aresum^ « ^ \ 
All the proud rights of MANHOpD are sp^ure. >^ 

Fair land of peace ! — may'st thou ever be^ ^ 
£700*88 now^ the land of ^IBBBTT I » 1 

i. Treading seredel J thjr bright upward road, ^^ - 

/ Honored of nations, and approved of God I ; ) 

On thy fair front emblazoned clear aA bright — 
Faiidom, Fbat£bnitt, and Equal Kight I 



V 



OANADIAN POETS. 107 , 



Our lakes are deep and wide,^ 
Our fields and forests broad ; 
I J With cheerful fir 

V * ^eUl speed the sbare, 
And »i9ak the fruitful sod ; 
Till Idlest with rural peace, . 
v .^ Prpud of our rustic toil, 
A ^ ^ On hill and plain ^ 

Trpe kings we*ll reign, , 
^ ^he victors'^ of the soil. 

: Bnt let the rash intruder- dare 
^ To touch our darling strand, 
N * The martial fires .^ 
^ ^ That thrilled our edres 
Would light liim from the laiid. 

Health smiles with rosy face . 
Amicf our sunny dales, 
jAgad torrents strong 
^ Fling hynm and song " 
Thrpugft all the mossy vides ; 
Our sons are liying men, 
Our daT]^hters fond and fair ; 
A thousand isles 
Where Plenty smiles^ • 
Make glad the brow of Care. 
But let the rash intruder dare 
To touch our darling strand, 
The martial fires 
That thriUed our sires 
^ Would Same throughout the' land. 
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\ And if in ftitlire years " 

. . One wretch should ium ancf fly, ^ 
Let wpeping^JPame ^., - 

. Blot out his namfe , ''. ^ 
From Fre6dom*s hallow^ sky ; ' 
Or should our sons e'er prove *^ 
A coward, traitor race, — ^ 
\ Just heaven I frown "^ 
'In thunder down, 
T'avenge the foul disgrace T 
V Biit let the ):ash intruder jlare. 

To touch our darling strand,^ 
Thaanartiai ires 
That 'thrilled our sires 
' Would light him frcwn the land.' 



THE FOREST.' 



ife J. ch^pkak: '^ 



^. 



> 



The Forest's faery eolitudfe,' ^ ^. A ' " 
^ The violetjs haupt be i^^ne : , ^' ^ > 
Where call.ihe free in itierry mopd ;^ ;^^ 

Frctoi davfa till day's d^ne I - *• 
All gentle creatureS' gather there , ;^ 

Fjonileafy nest andmos^yMr: ^ 'i 

The little lakelet, golden and gr6en,' "^ v ^ 
The pointed grass glides s^f|; between ] ^ ^' 
And there the quaint-eyed lEards play<»7' * • \. 
Thwughout the long,bright sunmi^i['»dfiy — * . 



CANADIAN POBTS.^^ 109 

' "^ \ 

Upder theleaveii in tlie ^Id^san-rain, 

To and fro,. they gleam and pass^ ^ 

As the soft wind stirs^ the gkiss ''- 

A moment, iukl then slee|K^ again. 

And there, the noontides, dream the deer '^- 

Close couched, where, with crests upcurled, • * 

The. fragrant ferns a forest re^r - v " * ' '' 

Within the outer forest-world. ^A^.' 'V 

And many a petaOed stir pee^ throngji^ V ^ 

The ferny brake, wheir breathe -ane^ ^ » ' , * 

The soft'wind-pantings. AnjJ therei toa, . " ^ 

The harfe and the tiny leveret ' 

Betake them, and their fears forget— * 

Lazily watching' wrth soft brown' eye f .■ .- ^ 

The laden bees go sailing by, '' '^ 

' With many a bri^h^winged (jomgany 
Of glittering forms that Come and go, ^ ^ \\ ^ 
Like twinkling waves in ceaseles^ Ao^ . - 
Across those dreamy depths below. ^ "* 
And l\igh above on the bending <)oi|glji, ^ 
Its gush of song unloosens now, > 
^mp forest^bird. Wild, cleai;,* and free V 

J Up-swells the joyous melody, . • 

In proud, quick Bursts,: n|pd'then, anoQ, 
In the odorous silehce, one by one - , 

The thickyi^tes drop, but do not die : <- , 
Fgr through the hush,-llie soiil keeps on 
With a milsio of its own — .• 

So Tuns^ the forest minstrelsy I ' " - 

^ One other sound there soundeth only 
Out of the distance .dim and lonely: v- 
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Oat qI the {ono-dqitliSy nmrmiirmg ever, * 

Flowedi the Toioe of the flowing riwr : 
" Hither"— flo seemeth it^-" Hither, ye I 
Whose toil is over, whose task is done, 
Whose sOul the wearisome world would shun — 
Come hithier to me !" 
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All peaoefiillj gliding, ^ 
The waters dividing, 
The indolent h&tteau moved slowly along, 
. The rowers, light-hearted, 
^rom sorrow long parted, 
Beguiled the doll moments with laughter and scmg : 
« Hurrah for the Rapid I that merrily, merrily 
Oamhols and leaps on its tortuous way }. 
Soon Hi will enter it, cheerily, cheerily, 
Pleased with its freshness, and wet with its spray." 

More swiftly isareering. 

The wild Rapid nearing, 
They dash down the stream like a terrified steed ; 

The surges delight them. 

No terrors affright them. 
Their voices keep pace with the quickening qpeed : 
« Hurrah for the Rapid f that merrily, merrily 
Shivers its arrows against us in playj^... 
Now we have entered it, cheerily^ cheerily. 
Our spirits as light as its feathery spray." 
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. Fast downward they're daahiDg, • 
Each fearless eye flashing, . ~ . 

Though danger awaits them on every side ; 
Yon rock — see it frowning I 
They strike-^they are drowning I 
But downward they speed with the merciless tide : 
No voice cheers the Rapid^ tha^angrily, angrify' , 
Shivers their bark in its maddenin^pky ; . 
Gaily they entered it — ^heedlessly recklessly, - ^ ; 
Mingling their lives with its treacherous spray ! ' 



fall; 

IBnX>BS O. ASOHXB.. 



I hear the sobbing rain, 

As if the Heavens weep at Autumn's breath ; 
I see the leaves of summer fall again, 

Their beauty chanjged in death. 

The idle wind is still, 

A spectral-vapor haunts the barren earth ; 
Upon our teeming joys there comes a chill — 

The chill of Winter's dearth. 

What if the tinted, woods 

With outward loveliness are gay and fair, 
As if around them blushing Summer broods. 

Yearning to linger there ! 

What if their beauteousness 

At death's cold touch is strangely glorified I 
Their leaves will crumble soon to nothingness, . 

Or else be swept aside. 
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Their change is type of all, 

The hectic loveliness forbodes decay, 

Steeped with a dying glow before they fall 
To mingle with the clay. 

All that we love and prize^ 

Changeth like leaves upoiiL our toilsome way ; 
^ Man's hoarded wealth, but 'dust before his eyes, 
Passing, like life, away. 

leaves and blossoms, fall I 

An after-life shall rise from out the gloom ; 
The Autumn mists are but the outward pall, 

That hides perennial bloom. 

children of decay V 

Swept by the blast and trodden by the rain, 
Your scattered dust shall eloquently say, 

That naught will fall in vain. 



THE MAPLE. ; 

BBY. H. V\ DABNBLL, X.A. 

All hail to the broad-leaved Maple ! 

With its fair and changeful dress— ^ , 
A type of our youthful country - 

In its pride and loveliness ; < 
Whether in Spring or Summer, 

Or in the dreary Fall, 
'Mid Nature's forest children, . 

' She's fairest of them all. 



CA17ABIAN POXtrS. lUS- 

Down sanny dopes and valleys 

Her graceful form is seen^ 
Her wide, umbrageous branches 

The sun-bumtr reaper screen ; 
'Mid the dark^browed firs and cedars 

Her livQli^r colors shine,' . 

Like the dawn of a brighter future 

On the settler's hut of pine. 

She crowns the pleasant hil^top^ , 

Whispers on breezy downs, ' 

And casts refreshing shadows 

O'er the streets of x)u^ bu^y towns ; 
She gladdens the aching eye^ball. 

Shelters the weary head, 
And scatters her crimson glories 

On the graves of the silent dead* 

When Winter^s frosts are yielding. 

To the sun's returning sway', 
And merry groups are speeding 

To sugar-woods away^ 
The sweet and w^ing juices, 

Which form their welcofcne spoil. 
Tell of the teeming plenty x 

Which, here waits honest toil. 

When sweet-voiced Spring, soft-breiMihilig, 

Breaks Nature's icy sleep. 
And the forest boughs are swaying 

Like the green waves of the deep ; • 
H 
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In her fair and budding beauty^ 

A fitting emblem ^he^ 
Of this our land of promise, 

Of hope, of liberty. - 

And when her leaves, all crimson, 

Droo^ silently and fall, 
Like drops of life-blood welling 

From a warrior braye and tall, 
They tell how fast and freely 

Would her children's blood be shed, 
Ere the soil of our faith and freedom 

Should echo a foeman's tread. 

Then hail to the broad-leayed Maple 

With her fair and changeful dress--H 
A type of our youthftd country 

In its pride and loyellness ; 
Whether in Spring or Summer, 

Or in the dreary Fall, 
'Mid Nature's forest children: 

She's fairest of them all. 



CANADA'S WELCOME. 

HELEN, x. jomrBOV. 

A nation's hearty welcome take, 

Heir to a mighty throne ; 
Thrice welcome I for old England's sake. 

Thy mother's, and thine own. 
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From crowded street, from hillside green. 

From fair Canadian vales, 
Tiie prayer goed up — God bless the Queen I 

God bless the Prinoe of Wales I 

The rich and poor, the great and small 

Their voices join as one ; 
Victoria's name is dear to all, 

So is Victoria's Son. 

Theur tribute other queens have laid 

Upon the land and sea; 
But never earthly monarch swayed 

So many hearts as she. 

And for her young and gallant heir 

A kindred love prevails; 
Qoi hear a nation's fervent prayer I 

God bless the Prince of Wales ! 



INDIAN SUMMER.* 

1CB8. ICOODIB. 



By^the purple haze that lies 
On the distant rocky height. 

By the deep blue of the skies, 
By the smoky amber light. 



*^n* Hoodie is too extenslTelj known to the Canadian pnblic, to leqnire any 
notloe from onr pen. Although mnoh better known as a writer of prose, than as 
a poet» yet many of her poems disphty great natnrahiess and purity of style, and a 
genuine lore of Nature in her varied phases, whioh qualifies her to describe natnral 
eoenery with graphio tmthflohiess. This vivid description of Indian Summer will 
caU up to the mind of every Canadian reader, those tranquil autumn days, ** when 
Nature <m her throne site dreaming." 
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OftrofC^h the forest arehes streamiiig 
Where Nature ob her throne sits dreaming, ^ 
And the sun is scarcely gleaming, 

Through the do^dlets, snowy i^te,— 
Wmter*s bvely herald greets us, 
Ere the ice-crowned tyrant meets i 



A mellow softaiess fills the air, — 
No breeze on wanton wing steals by. 

To }x[e»k tlM holy q«iet tbusre, 
Or makes the waters fret aod sigh. 

Or the golden alders shiver, 

That bend to kiss the placid river^ 

Flowing on, and on forever, 
But tiie little waves are sleeping, 
O^er the pebbles slowly creeping. 
That last night were fiashing, leapmg, 

Driven by the restless breeze, 

In lines of foam b^aeath yon trees — 

Dressed in robes of gorgeous hue. 

Brown and goki with crimson blent ; 
The forest to the waters blue 

Its own enchanting tints has lent ;— 
In their dark depths, life-like glowing, 
We see a second forest growing, 
Each pictured leaf and branch bestowing 
A fairy grace to that twin wood. 
Mirrored within the crystal flood, 

'Tis {^asant now in forest shadea;-— ' 
the Indian hunter strings his boW| . • 






To track through dark entangling glades 
9fae atitler'd deer a&d boniHiliiig doe>-^ 
COr launch at night the birch, canoe, / 
To spear the finny tribes that dwell 7* 
On sandy bank in weedy cell, 
Or pool the fisher knows right well — 
'Seen by the red wad vivid glow 
Of pine-torch at bis vessel's bow. 

This dreamy Indian-summer day, 
Attunes the soul to tender sadness ; 

We bve — but joy not in the ray- 
It is not Summ^'s fendd ^adnesSy 

But a melancholy glory 

Hovering softly round decay, 

liike swan that sings her own sad ^Ijr, 
Ere she floats in deat^ away. 

The day declines, what splendid dyes^ 

In fiec^cered waves of crimson drivcD, 
Float o'er the saffirom sea that lies 
Glowing within the west^n heaven t 
O it is a peerless even I 
See ihe broad red sun has set. 
But his rays are quivering yet 
Through Nature's veil <tf videlt, — 
Stareamkig bright o*^ lake and Mll{ 
But earth Mtid Iforest lie so still, 
It sendeth to the lieurt a ehlM, 
We start to eheck the rising teiur, 
Tis beauty slewing on her bier—- 
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THE LAKE OF THE THOUSAND ISLES. 

(.Fbr Mwic.) 



Thongli Missouri's tide majestic may glide^ 

There's a corse on the soil it laves ; 
The Ohio too, may be fair, but who 

Would sojourn in a land of slaves ? 
Be my prouder lot a Canadian cot, 

And the bread of a fireeman's toil ; 
Then hurrah for the Land of the forests grand. 

And the Lake of the Thousand Isles I 

I would seek no wealth at the cost of health, 

'Mid the city's din and strife ; 
More I love the grace of fair Nature's face. 

And the calm of a woodland life : 
I would shun the road by Ambition trod. 

And the lore which the heart defiles ; — 
Then hurrah for the Land of the forests grand. 

And the Lake of the Thousand Isles I 

away, away, I would gladly stray 

Where the freedom I love is found ; 
Where the Pine and Oak by the woodman's stroke 

Are disturb'd in their ancient bound : 
Where the gladsome swain reaps the golden grain. 

And the trout from the stream b^uiles; 
Then hurrah for the Land of the forests grand, 

And the Lake of the Thousand Isles I 
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THE THOUSAND ISLANDS. 

OHABLBB BAVOBTBB. 

# 

Here the Spirit of beauiy keepeth 

Jubilee for evermore ; 
Here the yoioe of gladness Ieapeth| 

Eohoing from shore to shore. 
O'er the hidden watery valley, 

O'er each buried wood and glade, 
Dances our delighted galley, 

Through the sunlight and the shade^ 
Dances o'er the granite cells, 
Where jthe soul of beauty dwells : 

Here the flowers are ever springing, 

While the summer breezes blow ; 
Here the Hours are ever clinging. 

Loitering before they go ; 
Playing around each beauteous islet, 

Loath to leave the sunny shore, 
Where, upon her couch of violet. 

Beauty sits for evermore— 
Sits and smiles by day and night, 
Hand in hand with pure Delight. 

Here the Spirit of beauty dwelleth 

In each palpitating tree, 
In each amber wave that welleth ^ 

From its home beneath the sea ; "" 
In the moss upon the granite, 

In each cabn, secluded bay. 
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, r With the sephyr trains that fan it 

"" With their sweet lircaths all ihd iaj— 

"^ '^ On the waters; on the shore. 

Beauty dweQeth evermore I 
^ ' 'w • ^ 

APPROACH TO QUEB«C. 



At length they spy huge Tourment,«ulleii-bro«ed, 
Bathe his bald forehead in a passing cloudy 
The Titan of the lofty Capes that gleam 
In long succession down the mighty streaoL ^ 
When lo I Orleans emerges to the ^ht, 
And woods and meadows float in liquid li^t: 
Bude Nature doffs her savage mountain dress. 
And all her sternness melts to loveliness. 
On either hand stretch fields of richest green, 
With glittering village spires and groves betwefii; 
And snow-wfaite oots adorn the fertifle phdn, # 
Where gracing flocks or distant moving wain, ^ 
Or human figure, though but half descried, 
Pour life upon the landscape &r and wide. 

Kow passed the Island poi^ ; opens free 

A ^k>rious bay, fair as a summer sea ; 

Where boats and birds efp^d their ndn^ed^rii^, 

And many a princely ship «t anchor swings, 

While the reclining sliore'« immense ^xmciive 

Of fieldr and gardens, drinks i^e crystal wave, ^' 

And sweeps away^ till round th* horizon seen, 

Enfolding hills, the beauteous^ion screen. 



.iJ 
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Mar, Quebec exalts her crest on high, ^ 

Her rocks and batilemeiits invade ihe sky f^ - ^ 

Tlie pride of Canada, her strength and head <; 

England's assaranoc and Columbia's dread. 

Her rampired rock appears 'mid t^ature^s^arm^> ^ 

Like Mars reposing in fair Venus' arms, , V 

His ponderous spear with flowery garlands hmig^ 

Peace in his eye and ^endship on his tongae. ^ ^ 

*■'**. 

Sofbly the king of day^ reclining, spreads 

'Sfs mantle o'er the ciidp^d s^eam, and sheds 

His slantant rays, rich as the golden shower 

. .*Ihat ushered Jove into the Argive bower, 
.^eath rows of trees the whitened houses staod, 

- The fishe^ boats lie basking on the strand ; 
The light caleche speeds o'er the dusty road, 
And peasants trudge beneiith their market load. 

0/ glorious sight I A^ golden sunset showers 

Alhwart the long-drawn walls and lofty towers ; 

Corruscant.rays play round the cross topped spires 

And gild each salient point with ^i^nmering fires. 

Half screened 'mid countless masts, an endless mase 

Of quays and roofs glpring fhjm the watery haze ; ^ ^ 

While on the Bay's broad bosom, far and wide, 

The anchored fleets of commerce proudly ride. . ^ 

Huge cliffs above, precipitous that frown, ""^ 

J Like Atlas bend beneath another town. 
Where all along thet grey embrasured steep ^ , • 

^ 111 grim repose the watChful cannon peep, • 
3^all spires, and d9mes, and turret^ ^ine afar ' • ' 
'Behind the arched gates, and moufids of^war, 
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WhQe prond Cape Diamond towers above them ally 
With aerial glacis and embattled wall ; r 

Till on the loftiest point where birds scarce rise. 
Old England's standard floats amid the skies. 

'.01 glorious spot !«^e Briton's boast and pridie, ^ ,^ 
Where armies battled and where heroes died/ 

(^ ^ Where gallant Wolfe led his devoted band, ^% 

Rejoiced in death, and waved his dying hand^ , ^ > - 

, 7 'Mid cheers of Victory^rung from side to side^* ^t -^ 
The hero smiled content, and calmly died^ ^ 

Though few his years and young his lofty fune, ^ - 
With greenest garlands^^ England crowns his ni^^ 
And on her roll of glory y proudly reads ^ \ ^^ 
The eternal records of his mighty, deeds. ^^^ J*^ 

> And noble Montcalm I well thy honoured biior y^' 'j '/ " ^ 
May claim the tribute of a British tear. ^ "* ^ /^ 

o, Altliough the lilies from these ramparts fell/ > , -^ , , 
Thyname/ immortal with great^Wolfe's shall dweUi; 
Like him, the consciousness of duty done^ :^ / ^ 
Soothed thy Ipt pangy and cheered thy setting sun. , 



^ t^ 



THE PLAINS OF ABBAHAM. 



OHABLXB SASOSTXB. 



I stood upon the Plain, 

That had trembled when the slain ^ 
Huded their proud; defiant curses at i^e battle-heated fte, 

When the steed dashed right and left, 

Through the bloody gaps he deft, 
Wlnen the bridl^rein was broken, and the rider was laid kw. 



OANADIAN POETS. 123 

What busy feet had trod 

TJpon the very sod 
Where I marshalled the battalions of my fancy to my aidl 

And I saw the combat dire, 

Heard the quick, incessant fire, 
And the cannons' echoes startling the reverberatiDg glaShi •* 

I heard the chorus dire, 
That jarred along the lyre 
J3n ^hich the hymn of battie rung, like surgings of the waVev, 
When the storm, at blackest night, 
^ ^ Wakes the ocean in afl&right, 
Afi it diouts its mighty pibroch o'er some shipwrecked vessel's 
: ^ grave. ^ 

'^ I saw the Jjroad claymore ^ 

Flash from its scabbard. O'er 
The ranks that quail^ and shuddered at the close and fierce 
attack ; 
When Victory gave the word, 
Auld Scotia drew the sword. 
And with arm that never faltered drove the brave defenders 



I saw two great chiefe die, 
/ Their last breaths like the sigh 

Of the zephyr-sprite that wantons on the rosy lips of mom ; 

No envy-poisoned darts. 

No rancour, in their hearts, 
To unfit them for their triumph over death's impending scorn. 

And as I thought and gazed, f 
My soul, exultant, praised 
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The Power to whom eadi mighty aet and Tictory are due, 
For the samt-like Peaoe tiiat finadled 
- Like a hevren-gifted child, 
And for the air of qpietndelbt steeped the distant Tiew. 

Oh, rare, divinest life 

Of peace, compared with Strife ! 
Years is the truest splendor, and the most enduring fame; 

All the glory ever reaped 

Where the fiends of hattle leaped, 
Is harsh discord to the music of your undertoned acclaim. 



ALMA. 



AKiriE L. WALKEB. 



There comes a murmur o'er the sea of mingled joy and woe, 
From where, Alma ! stained with blood, thy rapid waters flow ; 
The shout of triumph blends with sobs of anguish, stem and deep, 
Yet love and pride have Inighty power to comfort those who weep. 

And we, who, wand'ring far from home, in distant lands abide, 
Forget not those who on thy banks have nobly fought and died ; 
The hope and flower of each fair land together, foes no more. 
Brothers in death^lie side by side, upon thy foited shore. 

The laurels, planted in our hearts and watered by our tears, 
Shall live to mark their honoured graves through many pasdag years ; 
And though the land in darimess lie t&eir resting place around, 
Yet^ where they sleep— the brave and &ee— is consecrated ground. 
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Bejoioe, England t 'mid thy tears^ rejcdioe tc^ bear it told 
How well thy sons maintained the ^one th^ fathers won of old ; 
To show the world that Peaoe may shed h^ blessings o'er the land, 
Nor weaken one courageonfi heart, nor rear one feeble hand. 

And thou, fair France I e'en by the bier where sleeps thy gallant 

chief, 
Let joy and exultation find a place amid thy grief) 
Nobly he fills a soldier's grave^ although not in the strife, 
But worn by sickness long endured, he yielded up his life. 

Oh, may the memory of the hearts grown cold by Alma's shore, 
Draw closer yet the bands of love between us evermore ; 
England and France, together joined, resistless in the fight. 
May conquer still for those oppressed, may still defend the right 



THE TWOFOLD VICTORY. 



0HABLB8 BANGBTEB. 



By the famous Alma Biver 

Ejielt a Warrior, brave and young, 
Through his veins ran Death's cold shiver, 

On his lips his last breath hung; 
Far above him rolled the battle. 

Downward rolled to Alma's wave. 
Downward, through the crash and rattle, 

Came the cheering of the brave. 

'< Comrades^" said h^, rising slowly. 
Kneeling on one bended knee, 

" Comrades," said he, feebly, lowly, 
" Is that cheer for Victory ?" 
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« Yes I— they fly !— the foe is flying !" 
" Comrades/' said he, ardently, 

*^ Cheer for me, for I am dying, 
Cheer them on to Victory 1 " 

By that blood-encrimsoned River 

Cheered they with a martial pride, 
Death's last shaft had left its quiver; 

And the Warrior, smiling, died.« 
Faintly his last cheer was given, 

Feebly his last breath went free, 
, And his spirit passed to Heaven 

On the wings of Victory I 



THE SOLBIER OF AUVERGNB. 

. XIB8 H. A. WILKIN8. 

'Twas midnight, and the soldier took 

His lone and quiet march ; 
The moon's bright rays fell gloriously 

Upon the forest arch ; 
And through that forest's dreary gloom, 

Full twenty leagues away, 
The army of the enemy 

Waited the dawn of day. 

The watcher listened, for he heard 
The wild-wolf's dismal howl, 

A crashing of the underbrush 
Betrayed his wary prowl ; 
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Yet where the branches thickest weaye)^ . ' 

The soldier took his way ; ^ ^ 

He started — ^for a band of foes 

Had seized him as their prey. < ' 

He was a captive— one strong hand a . 

Upon his lips did lie, - 

-While in hoarse whispers rjuag their words, 

" Betray us and you die." 
Warm love was nestling at his heart. 

Warm life was in his veins. 
One dream of love, of life, of home. 

One dream of captive chains. 

'Twas but a moment, and he thought 

Of those who slept around, ^ 
Safe and secure while he kept watch 

Upon the sentry ground. 
'Twas but a moment, and a flush 

Passed o*er his cheek and brow ; 
His voice rang on the midnight air, 

"Auvergnel Auvergnel the foe!" 

The swords that in the moonlight shone 

Upon his bosom rushed ; . 
And from the dauntless soldier's heart 

Life's streamlets quickly gushed. 
Yet ere his beaming eye was closed, 

He saw his brethren's lance ; 
Trampling down bush and brake; he heard 

The cavalry of . France. 
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He felt strong arms aioond bim placed. 

He saw their princely train ; 
A nation's thanks were in his ears, — 

He had not died in Tain. 
They laid him, while the host pursued 

The fest retreating foe. 
Beneath that glorious flag for which 

He laid himself so low. 

1 may it be that wh^, if e'er, 

So dire a fate we daim^ 
And through our country loud resounds . 

War's fearfol, shuddering name — 
Then may our hearts and households yield 

Then may our fo^ooen leam ^ 
We have aoeh h«ii^ as sleep beneath 

The banner oif Auvergne.^ 



THUNDER^TOBM IN AUGUST.* 



But when fierce August suns careering high 
Gaze hot and silent from the brazen sky ; 
When bird and beast forsake the open glade 
And pant all mute within the sultry shade ; 
When not a breath doth stir the lightest leaf; 
And springs and broc^ dried up deny relief; 



•"TkiU. B., a Tale qf Upper Canada," published at Niagara in 1860, tlioiigli 
not free from occadonal bad. rhyme, aad inhanmonioiifl lines, contaiiu some 
ttrOdng deecriptions of Canadian seenery, aeaeons, and life, and many pMHigee of 
mnoh spirit and force. 
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While Nature lies exhausted in the throes 
Of parching thirstjthe sharpest of her woes; 
Then lo \ a small dark cloud) all fringed with red^ 
Above th' horizon lifts its liquid head ; 
Surveys the scene, and larger grows ta vieWy 
While all the legions of the storm pursue. 
The muttering thunder with unceasing din 
Proclaims the strife of elements within ; 
And lurid flashes flood the murky clouds, 
As faster on they follow, crowds on crowds* 

Eclipsed the sunj his fires at once allayed, 
Falls o'er the quaking earth, a dreadful shade ; 
A thousand birds aloft in terror rise, 
And seek the safest haunts/ with piercing cries: 
The leaves, they tremble in the breathless woods. 
And sighing trees confess th' approaching floods. 
At once 'mid clouds of dust and flying leaves 
The whirlwind sweeps aloft the scattered sheaves ; 
Sharp lightning rends the black and marble skies^ 
And thousand-voiced the pealing thunder flies. 
The shattered boughs upon the tempest ride ; 
And rocking forests groan from side to side ; 
While cataracts of rain in deluge ppur, 
And sweep the smoking land with ceaseless roar. 

The wild tornado passes, and the sun 
With golden rays peeps through the clouds of don/ g 
Green Nature glistens, and the piping bird 
Within the dripping grove is fluttering heard ; 
While down the steVuning gullies, furrowed wid€^ 
The rushing waters pour on every side, 
I 
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And earih^freshed; emerges from Hhe stoim 
Wiih smiling face and renovated form. . ' . 
So oft in human life, when Fortune's blaze 
Makes men forgetful of their Maker's praise ; 
Observe kind Providence with holy ire 
Se^d on that man its purifying fire^ 
Reverses, poverty, disease and death, 
To ^tay corruption's foul contagious breath, 
To ke^p alive the spark of truth within, 
Plirge off the brute and cleanse the pitchy sin. 



i'ROST ON THE WINDOW. 

MB8. B. A. FAULKinEB. 

There's noi a thing that Nature's hand hath made. 
However simple be its outwfird seeming, 
To careless eye or listless ear displayed, 
But hath a hidden meaning. 

Alike/ unto the faint's or Atheist's ear 
The anthem of the woodland choir is given ; ^ 

One hears "the lark,"— what doth the other hear? — ^ 
A hymn of praise to heaven. 

The glowing rainbow steals its silent march 
Athwart the sky when rain-drops gem the sod, 
,One sees three gorgeoiis hues in Heaven's arch, 
And one — the law of (Jod. 
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The winter moon was shining coldly bright: 
The birds and leave? had left the trees together, 
Save here and there, one, that on some lone height 
Still braved the bitter weather. 

. And o*er the window crept the hoary frost, ^ 
With many a wayward freak and curious apilio, 
In varied Hues, that quaintly blent and croi^^ 
-In tracery romantic. 

Here, bloomed a wreath of pure pale floTfe^, 
As hueless as the faded cheek of death ; 
f^ There, rose tall pinnacles and Gk)thic tcwvers, 
That melted with a breath. 

And trees and foliage rich — the dinted oak, 
The willow, wan and still, like settled grief, 
The hazel, easy bent, but hardly broke. 
And varying maple leaf — 

— That changes still its green or crimson hue 
With every season, autumn, spring or summer, 
A sycophant which wears a livery new, 
To welcome each new comer. 

The gentle moonbeam kissed the silvery pane 
With a most sister-like and chaste caress, 
Afr if it fain a fellowship would claim, 
With such pure loveliness. 

And still more beautiful, the magic ray 
Made all it rested on, leaf, flower and tree, 
And lingered there, like innocence at play 
With stainless purity. 
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Oil beautiful it was to watch them there, 
Those varied forms, so gracefully fantastic, 
The handiwork, so delicately fair. 
Of Nature's fingers plastic. 

And as I gazed, methought such sights were given 
Not to our gross material senses solely. 
But to the soul, like messengers from Heaven, 
Prompting pure thoughts and holy. 

There's not a thing that Nature's hand hath made, 
However simple be its outward seeming. 
To oareless eye or listless ear displayed. 
But hath a hidden meaning. 



SNOW. 



JSNVIB B. HAIGHT. 



Snow — snow — ^fast-falling snow I 
Snow on the house-tops — snow in the street — 
Snow overhead, and snow under feet- 
Snow in the country — snow in the town. 
Silently, silently sinking down ; 
Everywhere, everywhere fast-falling snow, 
DazzUng the eyes with its crystalline glow ! 

Snow — snow — ^beautiful snow I 
How the bells ring o'er the fresh-fallen snow I^ 
How the bells ring, as the sleighs come and go I 
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Happy-heart yoices peal out on tlie air, 
Joy takes the reins from the dull hand of oaie ; 
Singing and laughter, and innocent mirth, 
Seem f^m this beautifiil snow to have birth. 

Pure, pure, glittering snow I 
Oh ! to look at it and think of the woe 
Hidden to-night 'neath this mantle of snow ! 
Oh ! but to Hiink of the tears that are shed 
Over the snow-covered graves of the dead ! 
Aye, and the anguish more hopeless and keen, 
That yeameth in silence o'er wJiat might have been ! 

Snow — snow-—<5hilling, white snow ! 
Who, as he glides through the bustling street, 
Would care to follow the hurrying feet, 
Crushing beneath them the ohilling white snow-— 
Bearing up fiercely their burden of woe, 
Till, weary and hopeless, they enter in. 
Where food and fire are the wages of sin ? 

Snow — snow — ^wide-spreading snow I 
No haunt is so cheerless, but there it can fall, 
Like the mantle of charity, covering all : 
Want, with its suflfering, — sin, with its shame, 
In its purity breathing the thrice blessed name 
Of One who, on earth, in sorrow could say — 
" The sinning and poor are with you alway." 

Oh, brothers, who stand secure in the right,-^- 
Oh, sisters, with fingers so dainty-white, — 
Think, as you look on the fast-falling snow — 
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Think, as yoa look at the heaatifnl snow, 
Pure, pore, ^ttering snow — chilling white i 
Think of the want, and the sin, and the woe, 
Grouching to-night 'neath the wide-spreading snow f 

Give of your pl^ty to God's soff 'rii^ poor, 
^ Tun hot the lost one away firom yonr dgor : 

For his poor He prepareth hlest mansions on hi^ ; 
Bich in faith, ihey inherit hright crowns in the sky. 
The lost ones, though sunken never so low, 
Christ's hlood can make them all whiter than snoiw, 
Pore, pore, glittering snow, beautifdl snow. , 



SUNSET SCENE. 



PAlkSLIA 8. YUmSB. 



The glorious snn behind the western hills 

Slowly in gorgeous majesty retires. 
Flooding the founts and forests, fields and rills, 

With the reflection of his golden fires. 
How beauteous all, how calm, how still, 
Yon star that trembles on the hill f 
Yon crescent moon that raises high 
Her beaming horns upon the sky, 

SeenLj)ending down a loving glance 
From the unclouded skies, 

On the green earth that &r away 
In solemn beauty lies ; 
And, like sweet Friendship in affliction's hour, 
Grow brighter still the more the shadows lower. 



\ 
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AUTUMN, 

JAMBS M'OABROLL. 

The ripe fields are scattered in eddies of gold 
On the verge of the forest that's kindling apace; 
And the orchards that dapple the wide-spreading wold, 
Through their loopholes of leaves — oa we pause to behold-— 
Flfush their beautiful| festival lamps in our face. 

And the amber^* coned pear, with the peaches flushed ball, 
And the sunny-cheeked apple^ that's crimsoned all o'er, 
Blendd with pleiads of grapes^ that in purple showers fall 
Over many a green-muffled trellis and wall, 
With a thousand bright fancies and dreams at their core. 

And its coralline clusters the mountain ash shakes, 
Till they rattle in fiery hail to the ground ; 
While the briar's red candles are lit in the brakes. 
Where the robin^besprinkled with glory awakes. 
Thrilling out his sweet soul to the echoes around. 

And the honey-veined maple, beginning .to flout 
In the chill morning brea<|kh of the sudden-winged blast. 
Soon its deep scarlet loaves shakes so ruthlessly out, 
Thatjike clouds of dead butterflies floating about. 
They proclaim to the landscape that summer is past. 



IN THE WOODS. 

BBV. JOHN MAY, M.A. 

! it is sweet, on summer mom, 
When flowers the grassy mead adorn. 
To wander in the wild wood glen. 
The thicket shade, the quivering fen ] 
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To climb the heights and see the spray 
Dash'd on the face of toying day ; 
To hear the distant waters roar. 
Or gather pebbles on the shore ; 
To start the hare, or, with your cur, 
To know the partridge by its whirr ; 
To hear on some tall bough the dove 
Utter the soft complaint of love ; 
Whilst mocking squirrel on lofty limb 
Defies you to get up to him ; 
The chipm|nk, too, in nimble style, 
Darts timorously to the stony pile, — 
Sits temptingly a moment there. 
Then vanishes into his lair ; 
Or if, perchance, his house should be 
Beneath the root of some tall tree, 
He quick descends with sudden squeak ; 
For him your dog b^ns to seek : 
First snuffs awhile, then tears away 
The leaves, the rubbish, and the clay, 
With many a howl and rapid scratch, 
Intent the little scamp to catch : 
Perhaps, while thus engaged, his prey 
Makes his escape some other way. 
Leaving his foe to dig with pain — 
As better folks have done — in vain ; 
But should the perservering brute 
Find him at last beneath the root 
The hapless little creature's fate 
Is far too mournful to relate ! 
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THE FALLS OF NIAGAKA. 



X. H. DBWABT. 



Ere yet I saw the wild magnificence, 
Which Nature here with peerless pomp unveils, 
A solemn sound — a stem and sullen roar — 
By which the earth was tremulously thrilled, 
Awoke a flush of deep expectant joy, 
Quickening the pulses of my throbhing heart. 
And tingling thro' my yeins like fire. But here, 
Standing upon this rocky ledge, above 
The vast abyss which yawns beneath, gazing 
• In silent awe and rapture, face to face 
With this bright vision of unearthly glory. 
Which dwarfs all human pageantry and power. 
To me this spot is Nature's holiest temple. 
The sordid cares, the jarring strifes, and vain 
Delights of earth are stilled. The hopes and joys 
Which gladden selfish hearts are nothing here. 

The massy rocks that sternly tower aloft. 
And stem the fury of the wrathful tide — 
Th' impetuous leap of the resistless flood. 
An avalanche of foaming curbless wrath — 
The silent hills, God's tireless sentinels — 
- The wild and wondrous beauty of thy face. 
Which foam and spray enshroud from sight, as if, 
Like thy Creator, God, thy glorious face 
No mortal eye may see unveiled and live— 
Oh ! what are noblest works of mortal art, 
Column, or arch, or vast cathedral dome, 
To these majestic foot-priuts of our God ! 
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Unique and peerless in tliy radiant might. 
Earth has no emhlems to portray thy splendor ; 
Not e*en the bard of Paradise could sing, 
All that thy grandeur whispers to the heart 
That feels thy power. No words of mortal lips 
Can fitly speak the wonder, reverence, joy, — 
The wild imaginings, intense and yet serene, 
Which now, like spirits from some higher sphere 
For whom no earthly tongue has name or type. 
Sweep through my soul in waves of surging thought. 
' My reason struggles with a vague desire 
To plunge into thy boiling waves, and blend 
My being with thy wild sublimity. 
As thy majestic beauty sublimates 
My soul, I am ennobled while I gaze, 
Warm tears of pensive joy gush from my eyes, 
And grateful praise and worship silent swell 
Unbidden from my thrilled and ravished breast : 
Henceforth this dream of beauty shall be mine — 
Daguerreotyped forever on my heart. 

Stupendous power I thy thunder's solemn hymn, 
Whose voice rebukes the shallow unbeliefs 
Of men, is still immutably the same. 
Ages ere mortal eyes beheld thy glory. 
Thy floods made music for the listening stars, 
And angels paused in wonder as they passed : 
Thousands, who here hgye once enraptured stood. 
Forgotten lie in death's lone dreamless sleep ; 
And when each beating heart on earth is stilled^ 
Thy tide shall roll, unchanged by flight of years, 
Bright with the beauty of eternal youth. 
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Thy face, half-yeiled in rainbows, mist and foam, 

Awakens thoughts of all the beantiful 

And grand of earth, which stand through time and change 

As witnesses of God's omnipotence. 

The hoary mountain, ^m in r^al pride. 

The birth«place of the avalanche of death — 

The grand old forests, through whose solemn aisles 

The winter winds their mournful requiems chant — 

The mighty rivers rolling to the sea — 

The thunder's peal — the lightning's awful glare— 

The deep, wide sea, whose melancholy dirge, 

From age to age yields harmony divine — 

The star-lit heavens, magnificent and vast. 

Where suns and worlds in fadeless splendor blaz^-^^ 

All terrible and beauteous things create 

Are linked in holy brotherhood with thee. 

And speak in tones above the din of earth, 

Of Him unseen, whose word created all. * 

God of Niagara ! Fountain of life f 

At whose omnific word the universe 

Arose ; whose love upholds all worlds, and guides 

Each orb in its mysterious path through space ; 

Around whose, throne the Morning-Stars of light 

Bend low in wondering adoration, or 

With lofty hymns of love and joy proclaim 

Thy power and grace, boundless — immutable I 

I, a poor erring worm of earth, a child 

Of sin, am all unworthy to behold 

This faint reflection of thy glorious power ; 

How then can I approach thy holy throne ? 

Or dare to breathe in thine offended ear, 
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The wants and woes of my polluted heart? 
Father of mercy, hear my trembling prayer I 
^ To me let love and light divine be given, 

To guide my erring feet in paths of truth, 
And purify my dark and sin-stained heart ; 
That while I muse upon thy glorious works, 
And mark the tokens of thy presence here, 
I may behold Thyself, and find in Thee 
My Strength, my Ligh^, my everlasting Friend. 



SUNSET. 



J. F. WjyOmSTKLJj. 



'Tis joy to gaze upon the west. 
Where sinks the glorious sun to rest/ 
Upon the sleeping ocean^s breast — 

In purple even. 
When crimson clouds are backward rolled, 
Like some gay banner's broidered fold. 
From the wide arch of shaded gold — 

As bright as heaven. ' 

The splendor of the evening rays 

Upon the rippling water plays, 

Far brighter than the jewel's blaze — 

Or rich gem's glory. 
The Island summit crowned with pines, 
Bathed in its gay tints far outshines 
The lustre of all fabled shrines—^ 

In song or story. 
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And gently still the twilight fades, 
Beneath the twisted old oak's shades, ' 
And the dim forest's leafy glades — 

Are sunk in shadow. 
Bat lingering last the faint grey light 
Withdraws its ray— once dazzling bright— 
From mountain's orest and rocky height — 

From hill and meadow. 

Thus when we glide unto our rest — 
may it be when in the west — 
The sunset gilds the ocean's breast — 

In purple even. 
When crimson clouds are backward rolled 
From the wide arch of shaded gold, 
On some such eve may we behold — 

One glimpse of heaven ! 



MAT.* 



ALBZAVDEB M'LAOHLAIT, 



sing and rejoice! 

Give to gladness a voice ; 
Shout| a welcome to beautiful May I 

Rejoice with the flowers. 

And the birds 'mong the bowers, 
And away to the green woods, away. 



here ia in this poem a dancing, sparkling gladness, strikingly in keeping: with 
mberant Joyonsness of the season and scenery it describes. In the introdno- 
to this work, we have expressed our high estimate of Mr. McLaohlan's genins. 
no empty laudation to call him the " Bums of Canada." In racy humour, in • 
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0, blithe as tlie fawn, 
Let us dance in the dawn 

Of this life-giving glorious day. 
'Tis bright as the first 
Over Eden that burst; 

welcome, young joy-giving May. 

The cataract's horn 
Has awakened the mom, 

Her tresses are dripping with dew ; 
hush thee and hark I 
'Tis her herald^ the lark, i! >/ 

That is singing afar in the blue ; ' 

Its happy heart's rushing, 
In strains mildly gushing, 

That reach to the revelling earth, 
And sink through the depths 
Of the soul, till it leaps 

Into raptures far deeper than mirth. 



Batanl pathoe, in graphic portraiture of character, he will compare fiiyorably with 
fhe fcxeat peaaant bard ; while, in moral grandenr and beanty, he fiieqnently strikee 
higher notes than ever echoed from the harp of Bums. Those who will be most for- 
ward to question the propriety of any comparison between Bunnraad MfiLachlaa, 
will be Just* those whom strong national and educational prejudice disqualify for 
exercising an impartial judgment. Mr. McL. has published, at intervals, three 
small volumes of /poems. The last of these, " Tht Emigrant and other poems" 
especially, exhibits poetic power of a high order. But in spite of qualities that 
justly entitled it to a warm reception, and an extensive sale, we learn with regret, 
that it was so shamefully neglected, that it« publication involved the author in 
financial embarrassment, from which he is not yet fully free. But pioneers, in all 
departments of activity, must expect to suffer. Mr. McLachlan was bom in Soot* 
land, in 1820; and resides at present at Erin, near Guelph. Last year he was 
appointed by the |(bverament to lecture in Great Britain on the advantages of 
emigrating to this country. He acquitted himself in this mission with great 
•fBdeney, fbr he has the gifts of an orator as well as those of a poet. 
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All Nature^s in keeping, 

The live streams are leaping, 
And laughing in gladness along ; 

The great hills are heaving ; 

The dark clouds are leaving; 
The valleys have burst into song. 

We'll range through the dells 

Of the bonnie blue-bells, 
And sing with the streams on their way ; 

We'll lie in the shades 

Of the flower-covered glades, 
And hear what the primroses say. 

crown me with flowers, 

'Neath the green spreading bowers, 
With the gems and the jewels May brings ; 

In the light of her eyes. 

And the depth of her dyes. 
We'll smile at the purple of kings ! 

We'll" throw off" our years. 

With their sorrows and tears, 
'And time will not number the hours 

We'll spend in the woods. 

Where no sorrow intrudes, 
With the streams and the birds, and the flowers. 



NOVEMBER^A DIRGE. 



J. S. RAMSAY. 



The old oak tree is dying. 
The storm-tanned branch of centuries is bare. 
The bark is riven from the trunk, and lying. 
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0, blithe as tlie fawn, 
Let us dance in tlie dawn 

Of this life-giving glorious day. 
'Tis bright as the first 
Over Eden that burst; 

welcome, young joy-giving May. 

The cataract's horn 
Has awakened the mom, 

Her tresses are dripping with dew ; 
hush thee and hark I 
'Tis her herald^ the lark, i ^ > / 

That is singing afar in the blue ; ' 

Its happy heart's rushing, 
In strains mildly gushing, 

That reach to the revelling earth. 
And sink through the depths 
Of the soul, till it leaps 

Into raptures far deeper than mirth. 



nataral pathoe, in graphic portraiture of character, he will compare fiiyorably with 
the fcxeat peasant bard; while, in moral grandenr and beauty, he frequently strikes 
higher noies than ever echoed from the harp of Bums. Those who will be most for- 
ward to question the propriety of any comparison between Bunnraad ^flLn^'MHii, 
will be Just* those whom strong national and educational prejudice disqualify for 
exercising an impartial judgment. Mr. McL. has published, at interyals, three 
small volumes of /poems. The last of these, " The Emigrant and other poenu," 
especially, exhibits poetic power of a high order. But in spite of qualities that 
Justly entitled it to a warm reception, and an extensive sale, we learn with regiet, 
that it was so shamefully neglected, that its publication involved the author in 
financial embarrassment, from which he is not yet fhlly free. But pioneers, in all 
departments of activity, must expect to suffer. Mr. McLachlan was bom in Soot* 
land, in 1820; and resides at present at Erin, near Guelph. Last year he was 
ai^inted by the |(bvemment to lecture in Great Britain on the advantages of 
emigrating to this country. He acquitted himself in this mission with gnat 
•iBdency, fbr he has the gifts of an orator as well as those of a poet. 



\ 
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All Nature*s in keeping, 

The live streams are leaping, 
And laughing in gladness along ; 

The great hills are heaving ; 

The dark clouds are leaving; 
The valleys have burst into song. 

We'll range through the dells 

Of the bonnie blue-bells, 
And sing with the streams on their way ; 

We'll lie in the shades 

Of the flower-covered glades, 
And hear what the primroses say. 

crown me with flowers, 

'Neath the green spreading bowers. 
With the gems and the jewels May brings ; 

In the light of her eyes. 

And the depth of her dyes. 
We'll smile at the purple of kings ! 

We'll" throw oflf our years, 

With their sorrows and tears, 
'And time will not number the hours 

We'll spend in the woods. 

Where no sorrow intrudes, 
With the streams and the birds, and the flowers. 



NOVEMBER— A DIRGE. 



J. B. RAMSAY. 



The old oak tree is dying. 
The storm-tanned branch of centuries is bare. 
The bark is riven from the trunk, and lying, 
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0, blithe as the fawn. 
Let us dance in the dawn 

Of this life-giving glorious day. 
'Tis bright as the first 
Over Eden that burst; 

welcome, young joy-giving May. 

The cataract's horn 
Has awakened the mom, 

Her tresses are dripping with dew ; 
hush thee and hark I 
'Tis her herald^ the lark, i^^j 

That is singing afar in the blue ; ' 

Its happy heart's rushing, 
In strains mildly gushing, 

That reach to the revelling earth. 
And sink through the depths 
Of the soul, till it leaps 

Into raptures far deeper than mirth. 



Batanl pathoe, in graphic portraiture of character, he will compare fiiyorably with 
fhe fcxeat peasant bard; while, in moral grandenr and beauty, he frequently strikes 
higher noies than erer echoed from the harp of Bums. Those who will be most for- 
ward to question the propriety of any comparison between Bumraaifl MfiLachlaa, 
will be Just* those whom strong national and educational prejudice disqualify for 
exercising an impartial judgment. Mr. McL. has published, at intervals, three 
small volumes of /poems. The last of these, " The Emigrant and other poeme," 
especially, exhibits poetic power of a high order. But in spite of qualities that 
justly entitled it to a warm reception, and an extensive sale, we learn with regret, 
that it was so shamefully neglected, that its publication involved the author in 
financial embarrassment, fk-om which he is not yet ftilly free. But pioneers, in all 
departments of activity, must expect to sufflar. Mr. McLachlan was bom in Soot* 
land, in 1820; and resides at present at Erin, near Guelph. Last year he was 
appointed by the ^vernment to lecture in Great Britain on the advantages of 
emigrating to this country. He acquitted himself in this mission with great 
•iBoiency, fbr he has the gifts of an orator as well as those of a poet. 
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All Nature's in keeping, 

The live streams are leaping, 
And laughing in gladness along ; 

The great hills are heaving ; 

The dark clouds are leaving; 
The valleys have burst into song. 

We'll range through the dells 

Of the bonnie blue-bells, 
And sing with the streams on their way ; 

We'll lie in the shades 

Of the flower-covered glades, 
And hear what the primroses say. 

crown me with flowers, 

'Neath the green spreading bowers, 
With the gems and the jewels May brings ; 

In the light of her eyes. 

And the depth of her dyes. 
We'll smile at the purple of kings I 

We'lt throw off our years, 

With their sorrows and tears, 
' And time will not number the hours 

We'll spend in the woods. 

Where no sorrow intrudes. 
With the streams and the birds, and the flowers. 



NOVEMBER— A DIRGE. 



J. B. RAMSAY. 



The old oak tree is dying, 
The storm-tanned branch of centuries is bare, 
The bark is riven from the trunk, and lying, 
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0, blithe as the fawn, 
Let us dance in the dawn 

Of this life-giving glorious day. 
'Tis bright as the first 
Over Eden that burst; 

welcome, young joy-giving May. 

The cataract's horn 
Has awakened the mom, 
Her tresses are dripping with dew ; 
hush thee and hark I 



'Tis her heralc^the lark, i 

That is singing afar in the blue ; 
Its happy heart's rushing. 
In strains mildly gushing, 
That reach to the revelling earth, 
And sink through the depths 
Of the soul, till it leaps 
Into raptures far deeper than mirth. 



/ 



BAtonl pathos, in graphic portraiture of character, he will compare fkyorably with 
the ipnat peasant bard; while, in moral grandeur and beauty, he frequently strikes 
higher notes than ever echoed from the harp of Bums. Those who will be most fbr- 
ward to question the propriety of any comparison between Bumff ami licLAChlan, 
will be Just* those whom strong national and educational prejudice disqualify for 
exercising an impartial judgment. Mr. McL. has published, at intervals, three 
small volumes of /poems. The last of these, " Tfie Emigrant and other poenu," 
especially, exhibits poetic power of a high order. But in spite of qualities that 
Justly entitled it to a warm reception, and an extensive sale, we learn with r^giet, 
that it was so shamefully neglected, that its publication involved the author ia 
financial embarrassment, from which he is not yet fUUy free. But pioneers, in all 
departments of activity, must expect to suffer. Mr. McLachlan was bom in Scot- 
land, in 1820; and resides at present at Erin, near Guelph. Last year he was 
appointed by the ^verament to lecture in Great Britain on the advantages of 
emigrating to this country. He acquitted himself in this mission with gnat 
eflldenoy, ibr he has the gifts of an orator as well as those of a poet. 
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All Nature's in keeping, 

The live streams are leaping, 
And laughing in gladness along ; 

The great hills are heaving ; 

The dark clouds are leaving; 
The valleys have burst into song. 

We'll range through the dells 

Of the bonnie blue-bells, 
And sing with the streams on their way ; 

We'll lie in the shades 

Of the flower-covered glades, 
And hear what the primroses say. 

crown me with flowers, 

'Neath the green spreading bowers. 
With the gems and the jewels May brings ; 

In the light of her eyes, 

And the depth of her dyes, 
We'll smile at the purple of kings I 

We'lt throw off our years, 

With their sorrows and tears, 
* And time will not number the hours 

We'll spend in the woods. 

Where no sorrow intrudes. 
With the streams and the birds, and the flowers. 



NOVEMBER— A DIRGE. 



J. B. RAMSAT. 



The old oak tree is dying. 
The storm-tanned branch of centuries is bare. 
The bark is riven from the trunk, and lying. 
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Distant and near ; 
The last fair robe of snmmer leaves is flying, 
Withered and sear. j^ 

Departmg wild birds gather 
On the high branches, ere they haste away. 
Singing their farewell to the frigid ether, 

And fading day, 
To sport no more on withered mead or heather; 

No longer gay. 

And sullenly assuming 
His throne, to vindicate the summer past, 
Stem Autumn stops the thunder's distant booming, 

And lightning's blast ; 
While from the north the dreary clouds are coming. 

Sombre and vast. 

The little cricket's singing. 
Sounds lonely in the crisp and yellow leaves, 
Like by-gone tones of tenderness up-bringing 

A thought that grieves : 
A bell upon a ruined turret ringing 

On Sabbath eves. 

The " tempest-loving raven," 
Pilot of storms across the silent sky. 
Soars loftily along the heaving heaven. 

With doleful cry, 
Ut'ring lone dirges. Thistle-beards are driven 

Where the winds sigh. 
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And yet here is a flower 
Still lingering, by the changing season spared, 
"And a lone bird within a leafless bower — 

Two friends, who dared 
To share the shadows of mi^ortune's hour, 

Though unprepared. 



THE FISHERMAN'S LIGHT. 

A BOJSfQ OF THE BACKWOODS. 
MBS. XOODDB. 



The air is still — ^the night is dark — 
No ripple breaks the dusky tide, 
From isle to isle the fisher's bark. 
Like fairy meteor, seems to glide — 
Now lost in shade — now flashing bright, 
On sleeping wave and forest tree. 
We hail with joy the ruddy light. 
Which far into the darksome night 
Shines red and cheerily. 

With spear high poised and steady hand, 
The centre of that fiery ray. 
Behold the skilful fisher stand, 
Prepared to strike the finny prey — 
" Now, now !" the shaft has sped below- 
Transfixed the shining prize we see. 
On swiftly glides the birch canoe — 
The woods send back the long halloo 
In echoes loud and cheerily 1 
K 
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Around yon bluff wbcNse pme eiest Ud/Off 
Thd BOiay rapids fcem our eighty 
Another baik — ^aaaother glides — 
Bed spirits of the murky ni|^t — 
The bosom of the silent stream. 
With mimic stars is dotted fi^e^ 
The tall woods lighten in the beam, 
Through darkness shining cheerily. 



V 



TO AN OWL. 



JOHS MASSIE. 



Hoot awa hoolet, alaaaon the tree^ 
Hoot awa, bird! are you hooting at me? 
Or is it a change in the weather you bring? 
Or do you rejoice in the birth o' the Spring?^ 
Or wailing the past sadly mourn o'er thy lot, 
Till the depths of the forest re-echo thy note ?^ 

When the music of birds and the hmnmingof bees 
Are hushed on the breast of the evening breeaaj, 
When Nature is laid in the lap of Eepose, 
And Harmony rdigns in the bosoms of fb&s ; 
When the world is asle^, and the last ray of light 
Is swept from the earl^ with the besom of ni^t^->^ 
You are seen on the wir^^— though we cannot well 'see, 
For thy daylight is dsjrlmess, mine darkness to tliee; 
You are seen on the wing, by the pale moo&li^t 
To flit like a ghost on the shadow of nighty 
Or perched on a tree ure heard nightly to onxm. 
Thy sorrowful tale to the wandering mtnrn. 
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child of the night I cease to echo alqng 

The mournful " too-whoo" of thy midnight song, 
Or the sprites of the night will assemble to hear, 
Or the elfs o' the wood will be caught in a tear. 
Do you mourn in sad numbers a lover^s disdain, 
Or pour out thy passion in amorous strain ? 
Oh surely thy notes «e the language of care, 
Commingled with tenderness, love and deisj^r. 
Mayhap the sole friend of thy bosom has fled. 
And left thee to wall o'er thie bones of the dead ; 
Or the feathermg brood, that so often w'ere {Pressed 
With a motherly tenderness close to ^y breast. 
Have fled thee ungrateful, and left thee to mourn 
O'er thy woes and thy sorrt)ws alone and forlorn. 

Hoot awa, hoolet, thy song on the tree 
Is wae to my saul^ and is tears to my e'e, 
For my lot may be dark, and like thee I may mourn 
Over joys that have fled and can never return ; 
Forsaken by friends, and forgotten by fi)es, 

1 may sink in the arms of unconscious r^se, 
May read the last lesson of life's rugged page 
With no one to soothe in the sorrows of age. 

child of the night I on thy sentinel tree, 
Why not, take a lesson of patience from thee ? 
Why weep o'er the transient woes of a day ? 
For though dark be my youth, yet my end may be calm, 
And the evening of light bathe my sorrows in balm, 
And the spirit, long pent in this casket of clay. 
Spread its pkiioiis aloft, and go smiling away. 
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WHIP-POOR-WILL. 



ALBXANDBB X'LAOHLAK. 

There is a lonely spirit 

Which wanders thro' the wood, 
And tells its mournful story 

In every solitude ; 
It comes abroad at eventide 

And hangs beside the rill, 
And murmurs to the ear of night 

"Whip-poor-wiU." 

Oh 'tis a hapless spirit 

In likeness of a bird, 
A grief that c&nnot utter 

Another woeful word, 
A soul that seeks for sympathy, 

A woe that won't be still, 
A wandering sorrow murmuring 

« Whip-poor-will." 



HAUNTS OF A DEMON. 

{From SatU.) 



0HABLE8 HBAYYSEOB. 



The Jewish king now walks at large and sound, 
Yet of our emissary Malzah hear we nothing : 
Qo now, sweet spirit, and, if need be, seek . 
This world all over for him : — find him out, 
Be he within the bounds of earth and hell. 
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He is a most erratic spirit, so 

May give thee trouble (as I give thee time) 

To find him, for he may be now diminished. 

And at the bottom of some silken flower, 

Wherein, I know, he loves, when evening oomes, 

To creep and lie all night, encanopied 

Beneath the manifold and scented petals ; 

Fancying, he says, he bids the world adieu, 

And is again a slumberer in heaven : 

Or, in some other vein, perchance thou'lt find him 

Within the halls or dens of some famed city. 

Give thou a general search, in open day, 

I'th* town and country's ample field ; and next 

Seek him in dusky cave, and in dim grot ; 

And in the shadow of the precipice. 

Prone or supine extended motionless ; 

Or, in the twilight of overhanging leaves. 

Swung at the nodding arm of some vast beech. 

By moonlight seek him on the mountain, and 

At noon in the translucent waters salt or fresh ; 

Or near the dank-marged fountain, or clear well. 

Watching the tad-pole thrive on suck of venom ; 

Or where the brook runs o'er the stones, and smooths 

Their green locks with its current's crystal comb. 

Seek him in rising vapors, and in clouds i 

Crimson or dun ; and oflen on the edge 

Of the gray morning and of tawny eve : 

Search in the rocky alcove and woody bower; 

And in. the crow's-nest look, and every 

Pilgrim-crowd-drawing Idol, wherein he 

Is wont to sit in darkness and be worshipped. 
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If thou shouldst find Idin not in thescy Bearoh for j^im 

By the lone melancholy tarns of bitterns { 

And m the embosomed dellsrwhereunto maideps 

Besort to bathe within the tepid pooL 

Look specially thejre, and, if thou seest peepopg 

Satyr or faun, give ohase ajoid call put << MalzaJh I" 

For he shall know thy voice and his own name. 



BVENING SCENE/f^ 

raOK THS BAITKS OJ* THB DBTBOIT BTTXB. 



0HABUS8 BASQ&TS^ 



I stood upon a bank that faced ihe West^ 
Beyond me lay Lake Erie, softly calm, 

Calm as the thoughts that soothe the dying breast 
As the ^oul passes to the great I AH. 



* We are disposed to think that any Just estimate of Mb. Sakosteb's poetry will^ 
assign him the first place among Canadian poets. Others may have written as well 
and as sweetly on some^fhemes as he could have done ; but no one has oontributed 
so largely to enrich Canadian poetry. No one has attempted so much. No one 
has displikyed equal freshness and variety of imagery, in tiie treatment of national 
themes. Indeed, in the variety of sutjects selected from the scenery, seasons, and past 
history of this country, and in the success and originality with which he has treated ' 
them, he has no competitor whatever. His genius is more truly Canadian than that 
of any other poet of distinction in this Province. Many other Canadian poets, 
having spent their youth in some other land, though cherishing a strong regard for 
the country of their adoption, keep their tenderest aflfbction for the land of their 
birth; selecting their principal imagery and illustrations fFom its scenery and 
associations, somewhat to the neglect of the materials, which nature so proftisely 
lavishes on the scenery of this country. But Mr. S., while cherishing a loyal 
attachment to the mother land, gives Canada t^e chief place in his heart. Her 
mighty lakes and rivers— her forests and hills— hef history, religion, and laws— her 
homes and liberties— her brave sons and Mr daughters— are all ol]|)eots of his most 



\ 
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One solitary bird melodiously 

Trilled its sweet irasper from a grove of elm, 
One solitary sul upon the sea 

Bested, umnkidM of its potent helm. 

There lay the Island with its sanded shore, 
The anow-white ^ighthouse, like an Angel-firiend 

Dressed in his fairest robes, and evermore 
Guiding the mariner to some promised end. 

And down behmd iki^ forest trees^ Hm sun, / 
Arrayed in burning splendors, slowly rolled, 

Jiike to 8(»ae saorifieial um^ o'enruB 
With flaming hues of crimson, blue and gold. 

A&d Tound about him, fold on fbld, the clouds, 
' Steeped in some rainbow essence, lightly fell, 
Draped in the living glory that enshrouds 
His nightly entrance to his ocean shell. 



ardent aflbctioii, graven alil^e m^on the pages of his poetry, and upon the tablets of 
his heart. The most proiiUifent characteristics of his genius are, a wonderfU 
fertility of thought, which fnables him to pour forth images, and forms of expres- 
sion with lavish prodigal4tf;—aa- intense sympathy with Nature, in all her varied 
moods and forms ;— and that peculiar freshness aad originality (^ language that is 
the sore distinction of those^to whom belong "the vision and the fiftculty divine." 
Ocoaaioaally, too, w« catch glimpses of a philosophic spirit, capable of grappling 
with the.^fiep problems of the world of mind. Mr. Sangster was bom in Upper 
Canada, in 1822, and resides at Kingston. His whole life has been one hard battle 
with unpropitious circumstances ; but he has held on his way with a brave and 
anflinohing heart. His two volumes, " The St. Lawrence amd the Saguenay," 
published in 1866, and " Hesperus^** published in 1860, are rich in poetic power and 
beauty, though like all other ventures in Canadian poetry, they have not awakened 
interest, or secured patronage, at all proportionate to their merit. 
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The woods were flashing hsuak his gorgeous light, 
The waters glowed beneath the varied green, 

Bv*n to the softened shadows, all was bright, 

Heaven's smile was blending with the view terrene. 

The lofty woods, in summer sheen arrayed. 
The trembling poplar with its silver leaf. 

The stately walnut rising o'er the glade, 
The willow bending with its load of grief : 

The graceful elm, the energetic oak, 

The red*-leaved maple, and the slender pine, 

The grove of firs, half hidden by the smoke 
From the white cottage clothed with jessamine ; 

The thirsty cattle drinking from the spring. 
Or standing mid-deep in the sunny stream, 

The stream itself, like Joy, meandering, — 
A silver shaft shot down a golden beam : 

The ruddy orchard with its tempting fruit. 
The juicy apple, and the mellow pear. 

The downy peachy and^near the garden, mute 
With eager visions of a fruitful share. 

Lolled the young urchin on his bed of grass. 
Thinking of Autumn, with her red ripe-store — 

So Boyhood smiles to mark the seasons pass^ 
And Manhood sighs that they return no more : 

On these the parting Day poured down a stream 

Of radiant, unimaginable light, 
Like as in some celestial spirit-dream 

A thousand rainbows melt upon the sight, 
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Setting tHe calm horizon all ablaze 

With splendors stolen from the crypts of heayen, 
Dissolving with their magic heat the maze 

Of clouds that nestle to the breast of even. 

The fisher ceased his song, hung on his oars, 
Pausing to look, a pulse in every breath, 

And, in imagination, saw the shores 
Elysian rising o'er the realms of Death. 

And as he dreamed, the sunlight passed away, 
The stream gave back no deep cerulean hue. 

Eve's purple finger closed the lips of Day, 
And a dim glory clothed the upper blue. 

'. And down on tip-toe came the gradual Night, ' 

A gentle Twilight first, with silver wings. 
And still from out the darkening infinite 
Game shadowy forms, like deep imaginings. 

There was no light in all the brooding air. 
There was no darkness yet to blind the eyes. 

But through the space interminable, there 
Nature and Silence passed in solemn guise. 



THE WATCHER. 

HELEN M. JOHNSOir. 

Night comes, but he comes not ! I fear 
The treacherous ice ; what do T hear? 
Bells ? nay, I am deceived again, — 
'Tis but the ringing in my brain. 
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— how the wind goes shriekiiig paa^l 

Was it a voiee upon liie hhui ? 

A oif &r aid ? my Gbd prote^ 1 

Preserve his life^^— his course direot I 

— How suddenly it has grown dark — 

How very dark without— hush I hark ! 

— 'Tis but the creaking of the door ; 

It opens wide and nothing more. 

Then wind and snow came in ; I thought 

Some straggler food and shelter soiqght ; 

But more I fei^red, for fear is weak, 

That softie q^e oaiQe of him to spea,t;. 

To tell how loBg he braved the storm, 

How long he kept his bosom warm 

With thott^ts of home^ how long he oheeisd 

His weiury korse that plunged, and reared, 

And waUowed through tiie ch*ifted snow 

Till dayM^t faded, a^d the giow 

Of hope went out ; how almost blind, 

He peered around, below, behind, — 

No road, no track, the very shore 

All blotted out,— one struggle more, 

It is thy last, perchance, brave heart! 

God I a reef I the masses part * 

Of snow and ice, and dark and deep 

The waters lie m death-like sleep ; — 

He sees too late the chasm yawn ; 

Sleigh, horse, and driver, all are gone t 

Father in heaven ! It ijaay be thus, 

But thoTf arC; gracious, — ^pity us. 

Save him, and me in mercy spare 

What 'twould be wwse thian, death U> b^«r. 



— Hark I hiffjc I ^xi I deceived ngmt 
Nay, 'tis no nn^g in my brain, 
My puleea leap-Hoay bosom ffweUe-— 
Than^ Clod I it is, it is his beils t 



THE SLEIGH-BELL. 



JOHir w, x'DoinnBLL. 



The eve is clear, and the golden light 
Plays on the Winter's robe of white. 
Smooth is the road on the dazzling snow. 
Lightly the sleighs o'er the deep drifts go : — 
Ours is a path as wild and free 
As a bounding bark's on the stormy sea. 
The sleigh-bells chime on Uie frosty air. 
Like the voice of a s^nrit chanting l^ere, 
The joys of the Winter's festive hour, 
Though it brings not fruit, nor blooming flower. 

Tinkle, tinkle ! — ^the sleigh-bells' chime 
Mounts on the wings of the frosty air, 

Like the song of a bird of a summer clime, 
When the woods are green, and the sky is fair. 

Over hill and plain, we swiftly gUde, — • 
O'er the ice-bound river's jfoamwg tide, 
And deep in the vale wh^re the dark pine irees 
Shelter our path firom t^e bi%g breea^. 
The Eve is fading^— the pall of Night 
Gloseth the East from our straining dg^ 
And far in the West, a dying glow 
Throws a crimson blush o'er the sea of snow 
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Then speed us on, for the sun is set ; 
Through the forest's gloom, weVe a long way yet. 
Tinkle, tinkle ! — the sleigh bells' chime 

Rings through the forest vales afar, 
And fVom the dome of heaven's bright clime, 
Glimmers the ray of the Evening Star. 



CAN YOU LEAVE YOUR NATIVE LAND? 

(^For Music.) 



MRS. MOODIB. 



can you leave your native land^ 1' 

An exile's bride to be ; 
Your mother's home and cheerful hearth^ 

To tempt the main with me — 
Across the wide and stormy sea 

To trace our foaming track, 
And know the wave that heaves us on 

Will never bear us back ? 

And can you in Canadian wood 

With me the harvest bind. 
Nor feel one lingering sad r^ret 

For all you leave behind I *!, / 

Can those dear hands, unused to toil. 

The woodman's wants supply. 
Nor shrink beneath the chilly blast 

When wintry storms are nigh ? 
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Amid the shades of forests dark, 

Our loved isle will appear 
An Eden, whose delicious bloom 

Will make the wild more, drear — 
And you in solitude will weep 

O'er scenes belov'd in vain, 
And pine away your life to view 

Once more your native plain ! 

Then pause, dear girl, ere those fond lips 

Your wanderer's fate decide ; 
My spirit spurns the selfish wish — 

You must not be my bride — 
But oh, that smile— those tearful eyes 

My firmer purpose move— 
Our hearts are one— and we will dare 

All perils thus to love. 



SONNET— WINTER NIGHT. 

O. HBAYTSEGB. 

The stars are setting in the frosty sky, 

Numerous as pebbles on a broad sea coast ; 
While o'er the vault the cloud-like galaxy 

Has marshalled its innumerable host. 
Alive all heaven seems : with wondrous glow, 

Tenfold refulgent every, star appears ; 
Ab if some wide, celestial gale did blow. 

And thrice illume the ever-kindled spheres. 
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Orbs, with glad oi^s rejcHcing, btdtiii^, bekm 
Ray-crowned, with l^hent Itistre itt their zones; 

Till o'er the bMe, bies]^gted ^&p6ice^ aioem 

Angels ajnd great archangels oh their thtones ;-*• 

A host divine, whose eyes are dparkfing^ gethSi 
And forms more bri^t than diam:<md dlfidems. 



WINTER IN CANADA. 

XB8. J. L. LBPBOBOir. 



Nay, tell me not thai with shiveriiig;^ fekf. 
You shrink from the tlioiight of Wihteriiig Helfe ; 
That the cold intense of oiir Winter ttMe^ 
Is severe as that of Siberian climci; 
And^f wishes could Waft across the seii^ 
To-night in your English home you would be. 

Remember, no hedges there now are bright 
With verdure, or blossoms of hawthorn white ; 
In damp sodden fields, or bare garden beds, 
No daisies or cowslips show their fair heads ; 
Whilst cold chilling winds and skies of dark hue. 
Tell, in Englaind, as el^eswhere, *tis Wiht6r ti66. 

Raise ybur eyess to our skies of azutc»^htie;^ 
Admire ttieir gl^amii%, ifitetikllid bk^i; 
Look rbuiid on the e^fTth rdbed hi bfidal mM^s; 
All glittering aM fiashing with diamX)nds bright, 
Whilst o'erheiad; hlir lovier' and lord, th» stfny 
Shih^ l^fightly a6 e*e(r iii Suftaater he^s done. 
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In a graceful slei^, drawn by Spirited steed. 

You glide o'er the snow with lightning speed, 

Whilst from liameBs]|aecked with silvery bells^ 

In sweet showers the soimd on the tslear air swdUs, 

And 1^ keen^braoing breeze, with vigor rife, 

Sends ^^k throng yonr veins warm streams of Ufe. 

On, with your snow-shoes, so strong and light, 
Thick blanket-coat, sask of scarlet bright. 
And away o'er the deep and untrodden snow. 
Through wood, o'ef mcmntaitty Uftlrammelled to go. 
Through lone narrow paths where in years long fled. 
The Indian passed wii^ Hght active treid. 

What I daife to rail at our snow stormj^O why 
Not view them mik poet -s or artist's ey^ 
Watch each pearly fli^Ee aait fi^ from above. 
Like snowy plumes ft^m some spotii^ dbve, 
Clothing £dl objects in ermiiie of air, 
Far purer' i^ian that which mooftrchs wear ! 

Have you not witnessed our pilous nighti^ 
Sd brilliant with gleaming N(»rthem4%hts, 
Quick flashing and darting across the sky, 
Whilst afar in the starry heav^j^ high. 
The shining moon pours down streaitis of light. 
O'er the silent earth robed in daKzling white? 

There are tim^s, tod, our woods' show wbndrous sights. 

Such as are read of in " Artibiati Nights," 

When branch and bough are all laden with gems. 

And sparkle like Eastern diadems ; 

And the sun sheds a blaze of dazzling light, 

On ruby, opal^ and diamond bright. 
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But^tarry till Spring on Canadian shore, 

Tou*ll rail at our winters then no more — 

New health and fresh life through your veins shall glow. 

Spite of piercing winds, spite of ice and snow, 

And I'd venture to promise in trut^ my friend, 

'Twill not be the last that with us you'll spend. 



LAKE ERIE. 



WILLIAK W7B SMITH. 



I looked upon Lake Erie 

Before I looked on thee, 
And I'll not leave it for thy gold 

That lies beyond the sea ; — 
Its waves come leaping to my hand. 

As if they fear'd I'd go — 
I look upon Lake Erie, 

And my heart gives answer Jio I" pj 

Upon the shores of Erie, 

My cradle-song was sung ; 
And round its coves, and o'er its deeps 

My childish shoutings rung; — 
Nor think my heart can e'er forget 

The old love and the true — 
Upon the shores of Erie 

That round its magic threw. 

\A Thou bi^st me ^eek some other land 
\ Kitvj beyond the Line, 

Where gold is like the river sand 
And spice grows like the pine— 
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IVe heard it all— yet Canada 

Has earned so well my love, 
That when I seek some other land 

'Twill be the land above ! 



ST. GEORGE'S FLAG. 



MB8. FAULKITEB. 



St. George for merry England, ho 1 up with the pennon brave, 
It hath streamed o'er many a conquered land, o'er many a distant 

wave ; 
Up with the Red-cross banner 1 'tis a glorions sight to see, 
The noblest flag that ever flew, stream out so fair and free. 

It floated o'er proud Acre's towers in days long passed away, 
When Lion Richard led his host at the holy tomb to pray ; 
And still the Crescent paler waned before the hallowed sign, 
That flew in triumph o'er thy fields, oh ! sacred Palestine. 

It cheered Old England's stalwart sons thro' Cressy's hard won 

fray. 
It waved o'er Royal Henry's head on Agincourt's proud day ; 
The sultry breath of sunny Spain its crimson cross haa fanned, 
And gallant hosts have borne it on through India's burning land. 

Oh 1 many a flag of gaudier hue the fknning breeze may wave, 
But none that bears a nobler name, more stainless or more brave; 
None that hath led more dauntless hearts to battle for the right, 
None that hath flown more proudly o'er the crimson field of fight. 

L 
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Up with the brave old banner then, the peerless and the bold, 

True hearts will rally round it yet as in the days of old ; 

And still on every English lip the thrilling cry shall be 

St. George for merry England, ho 1 God and our own country^ ; 



ON-TA-RI-O. 



J. 6B0S6B HODonre. 

Pn-ta-ri-o, On-tarri-o, 

How bright thy waters flow I 
How joyously they dance along ; 

How music-like ihey go ! 
The Western wilds have heard thy song^- 

H^ve sighed thy passing thence ; 
With joy old Ocean's bosom swelk 

To greet thy coming hence ! 

Ourta-ri-o, On-tarri-o, 

Thou beauteous mimic sea I 
Thine e&tranoe here,* howgrand-^-^^nblhae^ 

How dashing, wild, and free I 
A, thousand anthems tuned their voicoi 

A thousand thunders rolled, 
As on thy surge-like billows swelled 

In. burnished sheets of gold I 

O'er thee, ere white man's foot had pressed 

Thy banks of verdant green. 
Or on thy bounding billows, wide, 
V The whitened sail was seen, 

• At Niagara. 
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ISie son's bright rays of golden tiiage" 

Fell on the frail canoe, 
Which bore the Sovereign of these glades 

Swift o*er thy waters blue I 

Along thy banks, while in his pride, 

The red man's dance and song \ ^y>0 

In savage triumph — stern and wild-^ '^ 

' Rose from each victor-throng, 

In proud defiance to their foes, 

Through the green forests rung, f 

Or keenest anguish — tearless grief — 

Their stoic bosoms stung. 

But where are now? thy dusky chiefs; 

That haughty warrior-band. 
Who long a mighty sceptre swayed 

0*er all this forest land ? 
Where are those dauntless spirits now: 

Those heroes of the past? 
And where is proud Toronto f gome, 

Thy bravest and thy last f 

From thy dark caves no answer flows, 

No hushed response is borne. 
Save the low murmur of thy waves 

As they unceasing mourn, 
And ever chant a dirge-like strain — 

A solemn requiem slow — 
For Chiefs, who ever fearless met, 

Nor blanched before the foe 1 

t Tradition giyes the name of Toronto as that of a noted Indian chief in the 
Tioinity of the Lake. 
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They're gone I bright Lake ! yet still, in pride, 

Thy dark blue waters flow, 
As when thy free-bom forest-sons 

First drew the hunter's bow ; 
And now, far o'er thy glittering wave 

And billowy crest of snow,' 
The Star and Meteor banners float; 

Thou'rt still On-ta-ri-o ! 



rVB WANDERED IN THE SUNNY SOUTH. 

>» NATIONJIL BONO. 
JOHN F. M'DONinELL. 

IVe wandered in the sunny South, 

Beneath its purple skies ; 
And roamed through many a far-oflf land. 

Where cloudless beauty lies : 
IVe breathed the balm of tropic eves, 

Upon the Southern sea; 
And watched the glorious sunset pour 

Its radiance far and free. 



Ht 



But give me still my Northern home, — 

Her islands and her lakes ; 
And her forests old, where not a sound 

The tomb-like silence breaks. 
More lovely in her snowy dress. 

Or in her vesture green, 
Than all the pride of Europe's lands, 

Or Asia's glittering sheen. 
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I've basked beneath Italian suns, 

When flowers were in their bloom ; 
And I*ve wandered o'er the hills of Greece, 

By ruined shrine and tomb ; — 
Oh sweet it was to gaze upon 

The Amo's silver tide — 
And dearer still, the ruins grey 

Of Athen's fallen pride. 

But dearer unto me that land 

Which the mighty waters lave, 
Where the spreading maple's glorious hues 

Are mirrored in the wave : — 
Where music from the dark old woods 

Ascends to heaven's dome — 
Like angel hymns of peace and love — 

Around my Northern home. 



THE EMBLEMS OF OUR HOMES. 



BOBBBT STFABT PATTER80M-. 



blessed and free Britannia, 

The mistress of the deep, 
Around whose shores the subject waves 

A watchful vigil keep, — 
The Lion crouching by thy side 

Is not more nobly brave 
Than thy soldiers in the battle. 

Thy sailors on the wave. 
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Thy emblem flower is fairest 

Ofall the Eioral band; 
Bat lovelier than Roses 

Are the daughters of thy Land* 

best beloved Hibemia, 

Thou EM£iiALD-gemm^ Quee&, 
With crown of wreathed " Arhutns " 

And ^^ triple leo/^^ of green,— 
The hearts ajse ev^ warm and true, 

And ever bright the smile 
Of the manly scms and blue-^ed isaids, 

The clnldren of thine isle. 

sternly beauteous Scotia, 

The land of hill and glen, 
The land of lochs and mountein 8torea»s, 

The home of warlike men ; 
The thorn-girt Thistle on thy crest 

Is as the groves of spears 
And claymores bright, in the trusty grasp 

Of thy hardy Mountaineers. 

snow a^d pipe cjad Canada, 

Old England's loyal child, 
With inland lakes like ocean^ 

With forests dark and wild, 
With the fall of thy Niagara 

Loud as a rusbiqg sea, 
The Beaver and the Maple Leaf 

Thy emblems still sbAll be. 
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Oh monarch never wore a crown 

So richly fair I ween, 
As a garland with such emblems formed 
• To deck our noble Queen. 



HOW THEY DIED AT THANSI.* 



XI88 MURRAY. 



Scotland 1 mother of brave men^ 

Who battled for the right, 
Whose glory gilds thy wildest glen 

And sternest mountain height, 
And shines o'er many a distant land, 

Where Scottish lays proclaim 
The worth of that immortal band. 

Which thou hast given to fame. 

Men of free thought and lofty deed, 

Firm, steadfast, strong and true^ 
Who never in the hour of Heed 

A craven terror knew, 
For liberty and thee they fought, 

They struggled, suffered, died ; 
And left the noble deeds they wrought 

To crown thy brows with pride. 



*Mi88 MuBBAT, thongh not extensively known as a poet, is a lady of rare 
intelleotoal gifts, and has won a high reputation in pro8e-fiction. Her prodnctions 
in this department of literatnre will compare favourably with those of the most 
eminent writers of the day. " The Citbd Cubatb," recently condnded in the 
" British American Magazine," evinces more genuine intellectual power than any 
similar prodnotion we have seen from a Canadian pen. 
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A proud, glad mother should'st thoa be, 

For still each gallant son 
That glory safely guards for thee 

Their elder brothers won. , 

The free and fearless blood that flamed 

Of old in Scottish veins, 
By no fierce tyrant ever tamed, 

Its ancient fire retains. 

Not theirs the limbs that fly or yield; 

That dauntless hardihood, 
Which once on Bannockbum's red field 

An English host withstood, 
Held firm on that Crimean plain, 

Where Kussian horse assailed 
Brave Campbell's iron men in vain — 

In valor triple-mailed. 

Still these fought by their comrades* side 

Against an equal foe, 
With all those aids to manly pride 

Brothers-in-arms bestow. 
But he whose sad heroic fate 

Thrills all who hear it told; 
Whose death in grandeur well may mate 

Some hero's death of old, — 

A hopeless strife could calmly dare 
With one slight hand to aid. 

One tender woman's heart to share 
The gallant stand he made. 



CANADIAN POETS. 169 

And brayely did she bear her part, 

What woman ever fails 
When love has strung and nerved her heart? 

Love over death prevails. 

But there are evils worse than death ! 

Insult and outrage dread, 
The writhing, yelling fiends ben^th 

May wreak upon her head : 
" No, never I we know how to die !** 

He turned to her, and caught 
A radiant flash from her bright eye, 

That answered to his thought. 

" Yes I let us die, unsullied, free, 

Father hear our cry I 
Save these two souls that trust in thee, — 

To thee for refuge fly I " 
He kissed her with a fonder kiss, 

A truer, nobler pride. 
Than ever in hours of peaceful bliss 

A bridegroom kissed his bride. 

" True heart I so tender and so brave, 

My faithful, loving wife. 
This hand, though powerless now to save, 

Still guards thy better life. 
Our souls shall find a home in heaven ;' 

My rifle still rings true ; 
I murmur not, since God has given 

A brave death shared with you T* 
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In his finn hand his rifle good 

Had failed not once that day. 
Its dreaded aim that demon brood 

Still kept at furions bay. 
It failed not now — without a pang 

Her pure brave spirit fled. 
Again th' unerring bullet rang— 

He too had joined the dead. 

Give honor to those noble hearts ^ 

Bravely and well they died ; 
The tear that to their memory starts 

In pro\id content is dried. 
With Scotland's bravest and her best 

She'll give them place, I ween, 
And deep within her granite breast 

She'll grave the name of ^ene I 



When the Indian insurrection hroke oat at Thansi, Captain Alefimder Skene 
and hia wife took refuge in a tower, and, made a brave and protracted defence. 
Mrs. Skene loaded her husband's rifles, and he fired till he had shot thirty-seven of 
the rebels; when finding it impossible to keep them out any loiiger,-he kissed his 
wilb, shot her, and then shot himself. 



EVENING. 



HELEN M. JOHNSON. 



It is a lovely scene; the sun has «et, 
But left his glory in the western sky, 
Where daylight lingers, half r^retful yet 
That sombre Night, her sister, draweth nigh, i 
And one pale star just looketh from on high ; 
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'Tis neither day nor night, but both have blent 

Their own peculiar charms to please the eye, — 

Declining day its sultry heat has spent, 

And calm refreshing night its grateful freshness lent. 

The lake is sleeping -on its quiet breast 

Are clouds of every tint the rainbows wear, 

Some are in crimson, some in gold are dressed. 

Oh had I wings, like yonder birds of air. 

How I would love to dip my pinions there. 

Then mount exulting to the heavenly gate, — 

A song of love and gratitude to bear 

To Him who gives the lovely and the great. 

In earth and fiea and sky, so glorious an estate. 

It is the time when angels are abroad 

Upon their work of love and peace to men, — 

Commissioned from the dazzling throne of God, 

They come to earth as joyfully as when 

The tidings ran o'er mountain and o'er glen, 

"A Son is bora, a Saviotur and a King," — 

For they have tidings glorious as then, 

Since tokens from our ris^i Lord they bring, 

That life has been secured, and death has lost its sting. 

The twilight deepens ; o'er the distant hill 

A veil is spread of soft and misty grey; 

And from the lake so beauti^l and sUU, 

The images of sunset fade away; 

The twinkling star^ come forth in bright array, 

Which shunned the splendor of the noontide glare, — 

A holy calm succeeds the bustling day, 

And gentle voices, stealing thriough the air^ 

Proclaim to hearts subdued the hour for grateful prayer. 
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THE CANADIAN HERD-BOY. 

(ji Song of the BacktDOods.) 



MBS. MOODIS. 



Tlirough the deep woods, at peep of day, 
The careless herd-boy wends his way, 
By piny ridge and forest stream, 
To summon home his roving team — 
Gobos ! cobos ! from distant dell 
Sly echo waRs the cattle bell. 

A blythe reply he whistles back, 
And follows out the devious track, 
0*er fallen tree and mossy stone, 
A path to all save him unknown— 
Cobos ! cobos ! far down the dell, 
More faintly falls the cattle bell. 

See the dark swamp before him throws 
A tangled maze of cedar boughs. 
On all around deep silence broods, 
In nature's boundless solitudes — 
Cobos ! cobos I the breezes swell. 
As nearer floats the cattle bell. 

He sees them now — ^beneath yon trees 
His motley herd recline at ease ; 
With lazy pace and sullen stare 
They slowly leave their shady lair — 
Cobos ! cobos I far up the dell 
Quick jingling comes the cattle bell. 
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THE OLD SUGAR CAMP. 



HELEN M. JOHNSON. 



Come let us away to the old Sugar Camp ; 
The sky is serene though the ground may be damp, — 
And the little bright streams, as they frolic and run, 
Turn a look full of thanks to the ice-melting sun ; 
While the warm southern winds, wherever they go, 
Leave patches of brown 'mid the glittering snow. 

The oxen are ready, and Carlo and Tray 

Are watching us, ready to be on the way. 

While a group of gay children with platter and spoon. 

And faces as bright as the roses of June, 

O'er fences and ditches exultingly spring. 

Light-hearted and careless as birds on the wing. 

Where's Edwin ? here he comes loading his gun ; 

Look out for the partridges — hush ! there is one I 

Poor victim I a bang and a flutter — 'tis o'er,— ^ 

And those fair dappled wings shall expand nevermore ; 

It was shot for our invalid sister at home. 

Yet we sigh as beneath the tall branches we roam. 

Our cheeks all aglow with the long morning tramp, 
We soon come in sight of the old Sugar Camp; 
The syrup already is placed in the pan. 
And we gather around it as many as can, — 
We try it on snow, when we find it is done, 
We will fill up a mould for a dear absent one. 
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0, gayest and best of all parties are these, 

That meet in the Camp 'neath the old maple trees, 

Renewing the love and the friendship of years, — 

They are scenes to be thought of with smiles and with tears, 

When age shall have furrowed each beautifol cheek, 

And left in dark tresses a silvery streak. 

Here' brothers and sisters and lovers have met^ 
^ And cousins and friends we can never forget ; 
The prairie, the ooean divide us from some, 
Tet oft as the seasons for sugaring oome, 
The cup of bright syrup to friendship we'll drain, 
And gather them home to our bosoms again. 

Dear Maple, that yieldeth a nectar so rare, 

So useful in spring and in summer so fair,^ — 

Of autumn acknowledged the glory and queeui 

Attendant on every Canadian scene. 

Enshrined in our homes, it is meet thou should'st be 

Of our country the emblem, beautiful Tree I 



THE VOYAGEUR'S SONG. 

JOBH r. M 'DOimXLL. 

We track the herds o'er the prairies wide, 
Through the length of the summer day; 

And guide the canoe on the rapid's tide, 
Where the waters flash in the ray; 

Where the silvery scales of the salmon glatase 
On the bosom of the pool:-^ 
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And we rest our wearied limbs at eve^ 
In the shade of the {»Q6-U'ees cooL. 
Let others toil for golden store ; 
For riches little we oare : 

Oh, the hap^Hest lifs 
In this world of strife, 
Is that of a Voyageur. 

When the red sun sinks in the golden West, 

At evening when he goes 
With ministering hosts of the golden clouds, 

To seek the night's repose — 
We pitch our tents on the soft green sward, — 

And we light our evening fire, — 
And we mingle strains of our Northern land 

With the notes of the forest choir. 
Time flies along, with jest and song, 

For our merry men are there : 
Oh there's not a life. 
In this world of strife. 

Like that of a Voyageur. 

sweet and soft are our couches made. 

With the broad green summer leaves, 
And the curtains spread above the head 

Are those which Nature weaves. 
The tall oak and the spreading elm 

Are twined in a tangled screen, — 
Surpassing far all the magic skill 

Of th# sculptor's art e'er seen. 
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We shun the noise of the busy world, 
For there's crime and misery there j 
And the happiest life, 
In this world of strife. 
Is that of a Voyageur. 



ADDRESS TO THE RIVER GARNOCK. 

{From the "Moorland Minstrel.") 



THOMAS M'QITBEN. 



Oft, Gamock, oft in this lone spot. 

In boyhood's brighter day, 
With feelings ne'er to be forgot, 
I marked thy waters onward float — 

Wave after wave away. 

And I was young — and on this brow 

Grief ventured not to trace 
Those furrows that becloud it now ; 
Nor had my young soul learned to bow 

Beneath the world's disgrace. 

And I marvelled much, as speedily 

Thy dark waves floated on. 
What length and breadth had floated by — 
Whence wast thou — whither went'st— and why 

Thy waters ne'er were done. 
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Bat years on years have sped away, 

And in their devious course 
Have blent my auburn locks with gray, 
And scattered wrinkles and decay, 

And tremblings of remorse. 

The sacred ties of life's young day 

Wer^ long 'since forced to sever, 
And the holy sounds of love's sweet lay, 
Youth's melody and mirth so gay. 

Are silent now forever. 

Less lovely Spring's green robes appear, — 

Less bright the mooa s pale beam. 
The summer's sun looks dull and drear, 
And the former charms of Nature wear 

The semblance of a dream. 

The lightsome heart — the laughing eye-* 

The hope that lured me on — 
The voice that sung my lullaby, 
And the youthful peers that shared my joy — 

These all are dead and gone. 

The budding spring — the blooming May — 

The blackbird's soothing strain — 
The schoolboy's gambols on the way, 
But bring to mind a happier day. 

That cannot come again. 

I've drank the common cup of woe 

From Friendship's frozen hand ; 
I've wandered teartless to and fro. 
And suffered pangs that none can know, 

'Mid simpering follies bland. 
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Again I ooBie-^but cbasged in itt 

Save the unborrowed name. 
To list the once-loved waterfall 
Pour forth its midnight madrigdy 
Eternally the same. 

No change has come on thee — Om^ jew 

That fleetly have gone by, 
A.nd mingled sorrows, s^hs, and toaro, 
And blighted hopes and fostered fm», 
Haye failed to drain thee dry. 

Ages elapsed have seen thee gUde, 

Thou lonely moorland river ; 
Yet on thy undiminished tide, 
Wave after wave thy bubbles ride 
Majestical as ever. 

In pyramid, or tower or tomb, 

Man struggles to obtain 
Beversion of the dreaded doom, 
Of being lost in time to come^ 

But, ah ! the hope is vain. 

Yon tower, of rude, unchartered day. 

That frowns above thy stream, 
In crumbling atoms seems to say : — 
*^Man and his labours pass uway 
Unheeded as a dreamy 

And thou wert ere Glengamock*8 wall 

Had reared its feudal head; 
Thou saw'st the glories of its hall, 
Thou sing'st the requiem of its fall, 
When countless years have fled. 
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Tea, thou wert ere frail floeting man' 

Earth's flowery siufaee trode. 
Thou saw'st him first presume to soaHi 
And rqafion falsely from a plaa 

That told him of a Qod. 

Thou saw*st his Druid altars dyed 

With blood of burning men ; 
With bow and quiver by his side, 
He ranged for prey the forest wide, 

The mountain and t^e glen. 

He changed his painted skin and hair, 

His creed and sacrifice— 
And, humming through, the woods of BJair 
Thou heard'st Saint Winning's evening prayer 

To countless deities. 

♦ 

Thou seest him still the child of change. 

Nor less the child of thrall, 
Abjuring Nature's healthy range 
For prison-toil and commerce strange. 

With scarce a Gk)d at all. 

And yet thou art unchanged ; the flood 

Hath foamed and fled away, 
Leaving thy calm and native mood 
To sing to hill and vale and wood, 

Thy philosophic lay. 

Down, down to ocean's dread abyss 

Thy waters, as of yore, 
In endless waves successive preea ; 
Tet, strange I ihj stream grows nothing lefls^ 

Nor grows the ooean more. 
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RoQ on, thou liquid glassy sheet; 

Boll on, methinks I see, 
In thy unbroken waters fleet, 
A sign, a pledge, an emblem meet. 

Of immortality. 

My toil-worn frame, like thine may 

Fast sinking to decay ; 
My life, my spirit, like thy stream. 
Lit up at heaven's unfading beam, 
Must glow and glow for aye. 

Glide on, thou moorland river — roll 

Thy dark waves to the sea — 
So speeds my fleeting, deathless soul, 
To some far, strange, mysterious goal 
In vast eternity. 



^iictllJiutoni ^Uttn. 



HEROES I 

▲LXX. M'LAOHLAV. 



AU hail to the chiefs of thought. 

Who wield the mighty pen ! 
That light may at last be brought 

To the darkened souls of men. 
To the gifted seers who preach — 

To the humble bards who sing ; 
To all the heads that teach 

In truth's enchanted ring; 
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To the soldiers of the right — 

To the heroes of the true ; 
Oh ! ours were a sorry plight, 

Great conquerors, but for you I 
ye are the men of worth I 

ye are the men of might I 
ye are the kings of earth, 

And your swords are love and right. 

'Tis not at the beat of drum, 

Earth's great ones do appear ; 
At the nation's call they come, 

But not with the sword or spear. ^ 
Then hail to the brave who lead 

In the humble paths of peace ! 
To ihe hearts that toil and bleed. 

That wrong may the sooner cease I 

what are the robes we wear. 

Or the heights to which we climb ! 
'Tis only the hearts we bear 

Can make our lives sublime. 
'Tis only the good we do, 

That lives throughout all time ; 
*Tis only the faithful few 

Who reach the height sublime. 

Then hail to the chiefs of thought, 

Who wield the mighty pen ! 
That light may at last be brought 

To the darkened soul of men ! 
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To the soldiers of the tight— 
To the heroes of the true ; 

Oh ! ours were a sorry plight^ 
Oreat oonquerors, hut £ot joaf 



THE NIGHT COMETH. 



ASHIB L. WALKKB. 



Work I for the night is coming ; 

Work ! through the morning houm | 
^Work ! while the dew is sparkling ; 

Work ! *mid the springing flowers ; 
Work ! while the day grows brighter, 

Under the glowing sun ; 
Wbrk ! for the night is coming, 

Night— when man's work isdone. 

Work! for the night is coming ; 

Work ! through the sunny noon, 
Fill the bright hours with labor ; 

Kest Cometh sure and soon. 
Give to each flying minute 

Something to keep in store ; 
Work ! for the night is coming ; 

Night — ^when man works no more. 

Work ! for the night is coming ; 

Under the sunset skies, 
While their bright tints are glowing, 

Work I for the daylight flies. 
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Work I tiU the last beam fadethy 

Fadeth to shiae no more ;— ^ 
Work while the night is darkening)**^ 

Night) when man's work is o'er. 



COLIN. 



OHABLBS SAIiradtKB. 



Who'll dive for the dead men now, 

Since Colin is gone ? 
Who'll feel for the anguished brow, 

Since Colin is gone ? 
True Feeling is not confined 
To the learned or lordly mind ; 
Nor can it be bought and sold 
In exchange for an Alp of gold ; 
For Nature, that never lies, 
Flings back with indignant scorn 
The counterfeit deed, sHU-bom, 
In the face of the seeming wise, 
Li the Janus face of the huckst^ race 
Who barter her truths for lies. 

Who'll wrestle with danger dire, 

Since Colin is gone ? 
Who'll fearlessly brave the maniac wave. 
Thoughtless of self, human life to save. 
Unmoved by the storm-fiend's ire ? 
Who, Shadrach-like, will walk through fire, 

Since Colin is gone ? 
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Or huag his life od so frail a breaUi 

That there's but a step *twixt life and deilli f 

For oounge is not the heritage 

Of the nobly bom ; and many a sage 

Has climbed to the temple of fame. 

And written his deathless name 

In letters of goldoi flame. 

Who' on glancing down 

From his high renown. 

Saw his unlettered sire 

Still by the old log fire, 

Saw the unpolished dame — 

And the hovtd from which he came. 

Ah, ye who judge the dead 

By the outward lives they led, 

And not by the hidden worth 

Which none but God can see ; 

Ye who would spurn the earUi 

That covers such as he ; 

Would ye but bear your hearts, 

Cease to play borrowed parts, 

And come down from your self-built throne : 

How few from their house of glass, 

As the gibbering secrets pass. 

Would dare to fling, whether serf or Im^, 

The first accusing stone ! 

Peace, peace to hb harmless dust I 

Since Colin is gone ; 
We can but hope and trust ; 
* Han judgeth, but Gtod is just ; 
Poor Colin is gone I 



Is 
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Had lie faults? His heart was true, 

And warm as the summer's sun. 

Had he failings ? Ay, but few ; 

'Twas an honest race he run. 

Let him rest in the poor man's grave, 

Ye who grant him no higher goal ; 

There may be a curse on the hands that gave, 

But not on his simple soul I 



UNSELFISH LOVE. 

BBY. J. A. ALLXV. 

Love, like verdant spring, 
Bright, beautiful thing, 

Steps forth from the winter of self; 
Yet, like the fair dawn 
On the poor man's lawn. 

Is too rich to be purchased by pelf. 

Pure love, like the root, 
Exists for the fruit, 

Content to lie hid from our view. 
Beneath the cold sod : 
The image of God, 

Who, pervading all things through and through. 

Works ever the same, 
Unheeding of blame 

Or praise—like the stillness of night — 
In the untrodden waste. 
And provinces vast 

And peopled concealed from all sight. 
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Pure love is tbe fldw^ 

That laughs when cbuds lower^ 

Expecting the soft vernal ratn» 
To ripen the seed, 
But takes lit^ heed 

Of the ills her own beai^y sostoliMi: 

Or like the fair star, 
That shineth from far, 

When all things are buried in night; 
But when the bright day, 
With worthier ray, 

Robes nature in vesture of light, 

So gently retires. 
Till darkness requires 

Her aid, when she noiselessly steals 
Once more to her post 
Of duty, and lost 

To all selfish interest, feels 

The pure joy of love ; 
But soon as, above 

The sky verge, orbed Ltlna is seeft, 
She leaves ni^t so fair. 
As best, to her care. 

And retires to the blue depths serene. 



A VOICE FOR THK TIMES, 

JBKlfIB B. HAIOHT. 

Raise the h^oumer, strike the anvil, 
Let the wide earth feel the blow ; . 

Let her quake from sone to centre, 
Tropic^ valci and peak of snow* 
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Right, with sword drawn for the contest 
Takes the field against the Wrono-^ 

Sound aloud the deep-toned clarion^ 
Let its notes be clear and long. 

Human hearts with anguish bleedings 

Human nature, held in thrall, . 
Myriads, waiting for redemption. 

Marshal at the trumpet's call. 
Hold aloft your glorious banner, 

Let it float against the sky. 
And with Truth's bright sword uplifted, 

Vow to conquer, though ye die. 

Let no heart quail in the onset — • 

From above, around, beneath. 
Countless eyes the strife are watching. 

Through the war-cloud's dusky wreath, 
Side by side all firm and valiant. 

In the God of Battles strong. 
Grapple with each rampant error. 

In the serried ranks of Wrong. 

Though the clouds, with thunder ladea,. 

Darken o'er the source of day — 
l?hough the fork'd and fiery lightnings 

Flash and dart around your way j — 
Echoed loud above the thunder 

Let your watchword, ' Victory,' sound ; 
And, amid the jagged lightnings^ 

Inch by inch maintain your ground. 
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Where intrenched in hoary bulwarks, 

Error and his chieftains dwell, 
Scale the rampart, strike the ensign ; 

Track them to the gates of hell. 
Not till then the waiting scabbard 

May receive the glittering steel ; 
Not till then, earth*s groaning millions 

Freedom's bounding pulse may feel. 

On the distant, dim horizon, 

Faintly glimVing through the night, 
Shines a star whose noon-tide glory 

Truth's triumphal march shall light; 
And e'en now, in far-off murm'rings 

O'er the future's restless sea, 
Faith may catch a premonition 

Of the world's great jubilee. 



THE STUDENT. 

(i^VKMii Song qf Charity,) 

B. J. OHAPMAir. 

How quiet is the antique room. 
How darkening in the deepening gloom ; 
How quiet the dreamer dreaming there— 
The floweret still in his hand, 
That has led his thoughts all unaware 
Into the far dream-land. 
The twilight-gloom steals on apace ; 
But a windowed door on the garden looks, 
And lets in light enough to shew 
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The calm sad smUe on the dreamer's face ; 

And the walls of the room all dark with books, 

And, piled against the sides below, 

Huge coral-forms, and strange-life things. 

Awakening up imaginings 

Of palm-isles set in a tropic sea. 

And at the back, a glittering store 

Of instruments. Bare balances, 

And lamps, and flasks, and furnaces, 

By which men win the golden lore 

Time-fruited from old alchemy. 

And heaped around on shelf and floor. 

Shells rock-entombed, and shining ore. 

And mammoth-tooth, and saurian-bone ; 

And many a dull discolored stone^ 

The use of which she cannot see — 

The good old servant, Margery I 

Already on his brow and face 
Had time and suffering left their trace; 
But in his eyes, and in his smile, 
The light of youth yet lived a while. 
And the rare freshness of the days gone by 
Still kept his heart full faithfully : 
Although, amidst the living green. 
Long-withered hopes that once had been 
Life's holiest spells all thickly clung — 
For he had loved when life was young, 
With all the pure deep faith of Youth, 
With all that heart's strong simple truth : 
Loved ! — and for two soul-garnered years 
He lived as though the world had not 
Upon its face a single spot 
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That ever had knoivn a stain of tears. 
Then the dream hroke : and Uadmesa ftll 
Over his life ; for she— ah well, 
The world b full of it : ^twas nothing new- 
She changed — -and soon hetween the two 
There stood a farrier like the grave ! 

Thns passed the promise that his jomig life gave, 
And he was left hope-wrecked and desolate 
To 8tru«;gle with his weary fate ; 
And with a white-rohed ghost, that eYer, 
With thick fair hair and violet eyes. 
Stood by his soul, but gave replies 
To his passionate breathings — ^never I 
Yet he would not, would not part 
With those old memories of his heart, 
For all the weary ache they brought it : 
They kept its fount of kindness free, 
A fount of flowing sympathy. 
For other hope-wrecked hearts that gonght it. 



THE APPLE WOMAN.* 



GEO. MARTIN. 



She often comes, a not un^^loome guesct, 
With her old face set in i^ marble smile, 

And bonnet ribbonless^t is her best, 
And little cloak— ^and blesses you the while. 



• Mr. Martin has been for some years, a oontrilmtor ta the MoBtreal Frees. He 
poeseeses a yigorous and original imagination : but the degree of time and atten- 
tion be has given to Poesie, has been too limited to enable him to do joatioc to his 
■atual talents. 
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J^d tracks her joke, amlH^ns to b^aSe 
YouF heart to something hmoan, 

Xhen sets her basket down^^a little re«b^ I • 

The 4|>ple Woman, 

Her atock in trade that basket doth contain; 

It is her wholesale and her retail store. 
Her goods, and chattels,— rail that doth pertain 
To her estate, a daughter of the Poor ; 
ye who tread upon a velvet floor, 

Whose walls rich lights illumine, 
Wound not with word or look of high disdain 
The Apple Woman. 

She is thy sister, jewelled Lady Clare, 

" My sister I fling this insult in my faee? *' 
How dare you then, when in the house of prayer, 
Utter, " Our Father? " the diflferenoe of place 
Nulls not the consanguinity of race. 
And every creature human 
Is kin to that poor mother, shivering there, 
The Apple Woman. 

She sits upon the side-walk in the cold, 

And with her scraggy hand, hard-shrunk and blue, 
And corded with the cordage of the old. 
She reaches forth a/ameaae, sir, to yon, 
Aad begs her ladyship will take one too^ 
And if you are a true man 
Xqwc pence will out ; she never thinks of jfoZ(2, 
The Apple Woman. 
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She tells me — and I know she tells me tnie, 

" M J Good man, — God be kind ! — ^had long been sud^, 
And one cold morning when the snow storm blew. 
He said, Dear Bess, it grieves me to the quick 
To see you venture out, — give me my stick, 
I'll come to you at gloamin, 
And b^e you home,'' — she paused, the rest I knew, 
Poor Apple Woman. 

Behold her then, a type of all that's good, 

Honest in poverty, in suffering kind ; 
And large must be that love which strains for food, 
Through wind and rain, through frost and snows that 
For a sick burden that is left behind : [blind, 

Call her but common ; 
God's commonest things are little understood, 
Poor Apple Woman. 

Two April weeks, I missed her, only two. 

Missed her upon the side-walk, everywhere. 
And when again she chanced to cross my view. 
The marble smile was clianged, it still was there, 
But darkly veined, an emblem of despair; 
A God-knit union 
Grim death had struck,whose dark shock shivered Uurongh 
The Apple Woman. 

A widow now, she tells the bitter tale. 
Tells how she sat within their little room 

In yon dark alley, till she saw him fail. 

Sat all alone through nig]\t's oppressive gloom^ 
Sat by her Joe as in a desert tomb. 
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No caadle to illttmine 

His cold dead face ! God obIj heard her wail. 

Poor Apple Womae I 

Now, when you meet her of the Basket-Store, 

Her of the little cloak and bonnet bare. 
Beach forth a friendly hand and something more. 
When your portemonnaie hafl a coin to spare. 
Dear are the hopes that mitigate thy care, 
Dear the unbought communion 
Whose tall vine reaches to the golden shore. 
Poor Apple Woman I 



MEMORY BELLS. 

PAKXLIA 8. VTBTINO. 



Up from the spirit-depth ringing, 

Softly your melody swells. 
Sweet as a seraphim's singing. 
Tender-toned, memory bells! 
The laughter of childhood,^ 
The song of the wildwood. 
The tinkling of streams through the echoing dell ; 
The voice of a mother, 
The shout of a brother. 
Up from life's morning melodiously swell. 

Up from the spirit-depths ringing. 

Richly your melody swells. 
Sweet reminiscences bringing, 

JoyQus-toned memory bells I 

N 
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Youth's beaatifol bowers, 

Her dew-spangled flowers. 
The pictures which Hope of futurity drew; 

Love's rapturous vision 

Of regions elysian, 
In glowing perspective unfolding to view. 

Up from the 8pirit<leptlis ringing, 

Sadly your melody swells, 
Tears with its mournful tones bringing, 
Sorrowful memory bells ! 
The first heart-link broken, 
The first farewell spoken. 
The first flow'ret crushed in life's desolate track; 
The agonized yearning 
O'er joys unretuming, 
All, all, with your low, wailing music come back. 

Up from the spirit-depths ringing. 
Dirge-like your melody swells ; 
But Hope wipes the tears that are springing,- 
Moumful-toned memory bells 1 — 
Above your deep knelling. 
Her soft voice is swelling. 
Sweeter than Angel-tones silvery clear ! 
Singing : in Heaven above. 
All is unchanging love. 
Mourner, look upward, thy home is not here ! 
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FOR AN HOUR OF GHILHOODI 

BAMUBL PATina VORD. 

for an hour of cbfldbood I 

One of those golden hoars 
When life was bright with sunshine, 

And garlanded with flowers ; 
Ere the happy family circle, 

That sat by the old stone hearth, 
Was tearfully torn asunder 

And scattered about the earth. 

Gould my childish wish be granted, 

And Time turn back in his flight ; 
Which one of those hours of gladness 

Would I have return to-night? 
They are all of glad remembrance. 

Though a few are dimmed with tears; 
Say, which of those precious moments 

Shall I call from tiie mist of years ? 

Shall I ask for the festal evening, 

When father, and mother, and all 
Were gathered together rejoicing 

In the crowded Christmas hall ? 
And the gay, glad hours flew speedily. 

With music and mirth, and chat? 
Ah, no 1 for I see in the distance 

A pleasanter hour than that. 
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Shall I ask for a summer morning, 

When the birds are singing of love. 
With never a cloud to darken 

The bright blue sky above ? 
And trip with my Httle sister 

All over th#verdant lawn, 
Plucking the flowers that blossom 

As day begins to dawn; 
And then spring dieerily forward 

To the top of the pine-dad hiM, 
To see the sun rise in his beauty ? 

There are happier moments stiB. 

Shall I ask for a time so often 

Snjoyed in the " long ago/' 
When after an hour's careering 

So merrily over the snow, 
An army of laughing loved ones, 

All lu^y, and merry and strong, 
Vffi cheerfully tuned our voices 

And joined in some sweet old scmg ? 
01 passing pleasant those hours were, 

Nor shadowed by one regret. 
Still ever there cometh the memory 

Of holier moments yet. 

May I have but one hour only? 

I would have one most like he^yen, 
One calm, sweet hour, with all at home 

On some quiet, SaM)ath even? 
Would list ag^ifi to the voice of prayer 

From hearts to Qod devoted. 
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And join i^ain in the songs of praise 

That round the old rooms floated ? 
Would kneel again at my mother's knee. 

Beneath her anile of light, 
And fall asleep with her lips on mine, 

Kissing a fond " good-night " ? 



WHERE'ER WE MAT WANDER. 

ALEC. X'LAOHLAH. 

Where'or we may wander, 

Whatever he our lot, 
The heart's first affections 

Still cling to the spot 
Where first a fond mother 

With rapture has prest, 
Or sung us to slumber. 

In peace on her breast. 

Wh^e love first allured us, 

And fondly we hung 
On the magical music 

Which fell from her tongue, 
Tho' wise ones may tell us, 

*Twas foolish and vain, 
Tet when shall we drink of 

Such glory again ? 

Where hope first beguiled us, 
And spells o'er us cast, 

And told us her visions 
Of beauty would last. 
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Tbat earth was an Eden, 
Untainted with gnile, 

And men were not destined 
To sorrow and toil. 

Where friendship first found ns, 

And gave us her hand, 
And linked us for aye, to 

That beautiful band. 
Oh still shall this heart be 

And cold as the clay. 
Ere one of their features 

Shall from it decay. 

Fortune, thy favors 

Are empty and vain. 
Restore me the friends of 

My boyhood again. 
The hearts that are scattered, 

Or cold in the tomb, 
give me again, in 

Their beauty and bloom. 

Tho' green are my laurels, 

And fresh is my fame, 
And sweet is the magic 

Which dwells in a name. 
How gladly I*d give them. 

To grasp but the hand 
Of her that's away to 

The shadowy land. 

Away with ambition. 
It brought me but pain ; 



CANADIAN POETS. 199 

give me the big heart 

Of boyhood again. 
The faith and the friendship, . 

The rapture of yore, — 
shall they revisit 

This bosom no more ? 



GOOD-NIGHT. 



HBLBK M. JOHNSOir. 



Mother, good-night I my work is done, — 
I go to rest with the setting sun ; 
But not to wake with the morning light, 
So dearest mother, a long good-night ! 

Father, good-night I the shadows glide 
Silently down to the river's side. 
The river itself with stars is bright. 
So dearest father, a long good-night I 

Sister, good-night I the roses close 
Their dewy eyes for the night's repose, — 
And a strange damp mist obscures my sight, 
So dearest sister, a long good-night 1 

Brother, good-night I the sunset flush 
Has died away, and a midnight hush 
Has settled o'er plain and mountain height. 
So dearest brother, a long good-night 1 

Gk)od-night 1 good-night ! nay, do not weep ; 
I am weary of earth, I long to sleep ; 
I shall wake again with the dawning light 
Of eternal day— good-night 1 good-night ! 
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DREAMa* 



XRS. RHODA A. VAULIOrXB. 



]>ream8, mystic dreams, whence do ye come ? 
In what far land is your £ury home ? 
From whence at night do ye hither stray ? 
Where do ye flee at the dawn of day ? 
Ye never can fold your wandering wings, 
Ye wild, unfathomable things. 

Gome ye ^om a beautiM world afar? 

The land where the lost and the loved ones are. 

That ye bring back so oft, in your shadowy Tcign, 

The sound of their voices to earth again. 

And their sunny smiles, and their looks of light, 

In the silent hours of the quiet night. 

Ye have brought again t6 the mother's breast 
The child she hath laid in his grave to rest, 
And she hears him prattling at her knee, 
And she watches with joy his infant glee, 



*The selections from Mrs. FAULKmsB in this collection, disclose the true spirit 
of poetry. They are taken from a little work, entitled " Wild Notes from the Back 
Woods," by B. A. P. (Rhoda Ann Page,) published in pamphlet form at Cobourg, 
in 1860. During the compilation of these " selections/' we wrote to Mrs. Faulkner 
for some contributions for the work. Her husband replied, stating that, through 
severe illness, she was unable, for the present, to comply with this request. A few 
weeks after, " Wild Notes" was sent to the editor, by Dr. Powell of Cobourg, with 
a request to insert some pieces from it in this work, and stating at the same time 
that the author had died the week before. We feel, therefore, a melancholy plea- 
sure in preserving a few of her poems in a more permanent form, and introducing 
them to a wider circle of readers. We know nothing of what she has written, since 
the publication of " Wild Notes." 
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And kisses again that fair jming brow, 
That meets but a worm'i oaress^s now. 

Ye have opened the captiye's prison door. 
And he stands on his own hearth-stone once more, 
And his sire is there with, words of blessing. 
And his mother with tears and fond caressing, 
And a sister's fbrm to his heart is clasped. 
And a brother'^ hand in his own is grasped, 
And he feels nor fetter, nor galling chain, — 
Heissafel He is free!! He is Aosne again II! 

The murderer lies in his murky den. 
His crime is hidden from human ken. 
Few of his victim's fate may k^ow, 
None may tell who hath struck the blow. 
But ye have brought to his sight again. 
Him, whom his own red hand has slain — 
With ghastly smile and with glaaay eye. 
And finger pointing in mockeiy . 
Dreams, ye are strange and fearful things. 
When ye come in the might of conscience-stings. 

The child lies down in his cradle bed. 
His soft hand pillows his drowsy head. 
And his parted lips have a cherub smile. 
Untouched by sorrow, unstained by guile ; 
Falls Heaven's light on his baby brow. 
And he lists to the ^^ Angel's whisper " now. 
Dreams, ye are bright and beautiful things. 
When ye visit the child on Seraph'ti wings. 
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Not in the hours of sleep alone, 
Dreams, is your airy empire won. 
Wild tW the phantoms of midnight are, 
*'Our wakingf visions are wilder far, 
Wilder and vainer ; and wise is he 
Who taketh them not for reality. 

The soldier dreams of the laurel wreath, 
As he rushes on to the field of death ; 
The minstrel dreams of the fadeless bay. 
While pouring his soul in his fervid lay; 
And the soldier lies with thousands as brave. 
And the minstrel filleth a nameless grave. 

The statesman dreams of ambition's dower,* 
Of the pride of wealth, and the pomp of power. 
Of a people's trust and a people's love. 
That the waning years of his life may prove ; 
And when age hath palsied both brain and limb, 
Oh sad is the waking awiuting him 1 

The lover dreams of a mortal brow 

That shall shine ever blessed and bright as now. 

Of an earthly love which no power may change. 

No sorrow darken, no time estrange. 

That shall know no shadow, no fear, no fall, — 

Oh his is the wildest dream of all f 

We are dreamers all, we shall still dream on. 
Till the vision of life itself be done. 
Till the weary race to the goal is run — 
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Till the fevered pulses are checked and cliilled, 
Till the fluttering heart is for ever stilled, 
Till the final struggle at length is o'er, 
And we lie down in quiet to dream no more. 



WEAVING. 



I8IBORB O. ASOHXB. 



A maiden was weaving at noonday, 

A maiden with gold-rippling hair, 
Whose heart was as warm as the sun-rays 

That softly encircled her there ; 
And her eyes were like starlights in shadow, 

And her thoughts were like sweet summer air. 

I knew by the light of her smiling. 
She was weaving a tissue of dreams, 

A web of a million of fancies. 

Illuming her life with their gleams ; 

That she saw the far future before her 
O'ertinted with halcyon beams. 

I did not disturb her with questions, 
Nor mar those sweet thoughts with my own. 

For the sunlight that played with her fancies 
From heavenly pathways had flown, 

And she wound them in hues of the rainbow, 
As she sat in the noonday alone. 
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And soon when the shadows had Bdlen, 
An old man with grey-silvered hair 

Was weaving a tissue of visions 

In the foaming Uiat f^ on him there; 

And his thoughts were like hues of the evening, 
In the chamber so ghostly and bare. 

I knew by the lines on his temples, 
And by the wan smiles on his face, 

That from the dead past he was calling 
A host of r^rets from their place : 

And so he k^t weaving his sorrows, 
In a dream that was mournful to trace. 

And thus we are weaving forever 
Our hopes, our r^rets, and our fears. 

And time soon dispds every vision. 

Or we summon them back with our tears; 

And still we are none of us wiser, 
As we glide thro' life's current of yearsi 



BIND THE ROSE IN THY GOLDEN HAIR. 



W. W. SMITH. 



Bind the rose in thy golden hair I — 

Sweetly it blows, and it speaks no sorrow ; — 

'Tis fanned to-night by the gentle air, 
And washed in the silver dew to-morrow ! 

Gaily it grows by the green bum-side. 

And scatters its sweets o'er the moorland wide, — 



OANADIAlff K>STS. 205 

Ligbtly it blooms on the upland lea. 
Where the dun-deer trips by the oaken tree, 
And scents the gale in the glen below, 
Where the maiden lilts to the streamlet's flow ; 
And wreathes, where the the rose and the hawthorns 

gather, 
The flowOTS of Love and Hope together — ' 
Or sings of the time, when in fairy bowers 
The rose was crowned the Queen of Flowers. 
Queen of flowers the rose shall be, ^ 

Bound in the midst of thy locks of yellow ! — ' 
Then turn on me thy dark blue e'e. 

That is mild as the light of you sunbeam mellow. 

Pluck ye the daisy on the lea, — 

That gems the green sod with a winsome glory 
Fringed with the blushes of morning's e'e. 

And silver'd within by the starlight hoary : 
Meekly it lifts its humble eye. 
And asks but to gaze on the clear blue sky. 
And hold up its drop of the pearly dew 
To be kissed by the morning winds anew; — 
Wherever the rain and the sunbeams fall, 
By valley, or hill, or garden wall — 
TKie daisy is scattered, wild and sweet. 
And Innocence claims the emblem meet, — 
Then bind the daisy on thy breast, 
And its leaves unfading there shall rest. 
Soft the evening draws her veil, 

And the mist on the mountain tops is weeping ; 
Then gather the rose and the daisy pale. 

For my heart in their tender leaves is sleeping. 
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TOUJOURS FIDiJLE. 



BOBEBT BWEXVY. 



Toujours FidMe, the warrior cried, 

As he seized his courser's rein, 
And, bending over his weeping bride, 
He whispered the hope, which his heart denied, 

That they soon might meet again : 
And fear not, he said, though the wide, wide sea 

Betwixt us its billows swell ; 
Believe me, dearest, thy knight will be 
To France and to honor — to love and to thee, 
Toujours Fid^e. 

Then proudly her forehead that lady rears, 

And proudly she thus replied — 
Nay, think not my sorrow proceeds from fears — 
And the glance which she threw, though it shone throng 

Was the glance of a soldier's bride, [tears, 

Not mine is the wish to bid thee stay. 

Though I cannot pronounce, " farewell ;'* 
Since glory calls thee — away, away — 

And still be thy watch-word on battle day, 
Toujours Fiddle. 

One moment he gazed — ^the lingering knight — 

The next, to the field he sped : 
Why need I tell of the deadly fight. 
But to mark his fate ? — ^tbr his country's right 

He battled — and he bled. 
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Yet lie died as the brave alone can die — 

The conqueror's shout his knell ; 
His sleep was the slumber of victory — 
And for her whom he loved his latest sigh, 
Toujours Fidele. 



THE PASSAGE OF THE BERESINA.* 



JOHN BBEAKEHBIDOE. 



Onward ! Still on I — the relics of a host 

Whose fame hath made earth's proudest monarchs quake 
They rush, like Ocean's waves, tumultuous, tost^ 

Bloodshed and famine mingling in their wake. 
There, in one mas6, behold the proud array — 
The boast of France I Ere yet shall close that day, 

Not e'en his voice his minions shall awake ; 
Nor yet a mother's eye — if such be there — 
Shall tell, amid the ghastly heaps, the son she bare I 

Onward they press ; for ever in their rear 

The foeman sweeps relentless on his way ; 
The cannon speaks in thunder to the ear ; 

No voice can bid that fearful torrent stay ; 



*From " The Crusades and other Poems** by JoHNBRBAKsmaBOB, published by 
subscription at Kingston in 1846. This volume possesses considerable poetic merit, 
though portions of it are somewhat prosaic and diflftise in style. It is distinguished, 
both in choice of subjects and treatment, by a martial and chiyalrous spirit. 
Three of the poems, " The CYusades/* ** Napoleon Bonaparte and the Drench 
Revolution,** and " Laiza,** are lengthy poems of an epic character. The yolume 
is probably now out of print. 
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For flash on flash, and gleaming steel, aj^ear \ 
What reck they aught of war, save mortal fear, 
That bids them not from safety madly stray, 
But seek that boon in flight ! For, wild and dread, 
O'er many a dreary plain the Hettman's Cossaeks spread ! 

Behold the spectral corses grimly strew 

Their brethren's path ; and all unheeded lie, 
Save by the warrior foes' marauding crew. 

Whose knives gleam swiftly on the closing eye — 

Waked but to hear the curse that bids them die ! 
And then the banner once that proudly flew, 

War-worn and soiled, lies stifTnii^ in the hold 
Of him who, to his honored standard true, 

Binds to his heart that paU with one convukdve fold I 

Onward I still on ! for now before their view 

The sullen river rolls its darkling flood ; 
The clang of war behind them bursts anew ; 

No time have they o'er sad defeat to brood. 

Onward, o'er dying friends, so late who stood 
The sharers of their toil— for life, for life, 

The madd'ning race b^ns 1 In that dark hour. 
With every horror fraught — with danger rife — 

Who dreamt of kindred ties, or felt sweet friendship's power i 

And fast, and wild, in gathering crowds they come ; 

And shrieks and groans from out that mingling mass 
Tell that the anguished spirit wingeth home 

Its weary flight 1 They win that narrow pass. 

But ever and anon the thund'ring bass 
Of guns that, rumbling in the distance, boom — 

Waking to one continuous peal 1 Alas I 
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Is there no hope for that once yictor-host ? 

The despot's arm, earth's scourge, and Oaul's triumphant boast ? 

None I For the tempest-breath of heaven awakes, 

And darkly green the swollen waters flow i 
The wintry blast upon them coldly breaks — 

The rear-guard yields to the victorious foe ! 

It heaves — ^it yawns — 0, God I with one dread throe, 
The crowded bridge beneath the pressure shakes. 

And thrice ten thousand souls are hurled below 
Into that "hell of waters," fierce and strong. 
Whose waves relentless bear the flower of France along I 

Aye I and her vine-clad valleys long shall hear 

The voice of mourning for her sons who lie. 
Thrown by the sated wave on deserts drear ; 

And long shall ring " that agonizing cry,'' 

And haunt his dreams when none to soothe is nigh I 
And, fortune flown, shall thunder in his ear 

'Mid courts and camps — the worm that ne'er shall die ; 
And tell to every age, like Heaven's own wrath, 
The vengeance dire that waits on the invader's path ! 



AFTER DEFEAT. 

(From Saul.) 

OBABLES HBAYYSBOB. 

All's over here; — let us withdraw and weep 
Down in the red recesses of our hearts. 
Or, in our spirits, silent, curse the cravens 
Whom uttered execrations too mueh honor. 
o 
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Home, home, let us, dishonored, — ^home if there 

Be yet for us a home, and the Philistines 

Drive us not forth to miserable exile. 

Will they allow ns, like to a breathed hare. 

Spent, to return and repossess our form ? 

Will they endure us in Oibeah ? or must we 

Discover some dark den on Lebanon, 

And dwell with lions ? or must we with foxes 

Burrow, and depend on cunning for our food ? 

Better with lions and with foxes mating. 

Than be companions of the brood of Israel j 

Yea, better with the hill-wolf famishing. 

Than battening with the drove that forms the world. 



LITTLE FLORA. , 



BABBIXTT A. WILKIN8. 



A little bark afloat 

On life's rough ocean— 
A little flower that blooms 
'Mid earth's commotion ; 
Long be that fair and time-unwritten brow 
As free from lines of moumfulness as now. 

And those blue eyes, 
Untarnished by the tear, like stars that shine 
In summer skies. 

We would no blight may pa^ 

Over the blosson^ ; 
We would no storm may rise 

O'er ocean's bpsom ; 
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We wotdd — but swelling breakers wiH be cold, 
Aad sweetest flowers have rootlets in tiie mould ; 

The storm, the clay, 
Still mingle with the smrahme and the gold 

Upon our way. 

Mother ! whose heart of love 

Thy child is blessing — 
Father 1 who with delight, 
Meets her caressing — 
keep the precious flower from dangers free, 
And point the voyager to that calm sea 

Where storms come not ; 
Ah ! on the precious treasure given to ye 
Lies Woman's lot. 

Her lot, to watch untired 

By beds of angmsh ; 
Her lot, to cheer the heart. 
When Hope's beams langnish ; 
To cheer, and yet to yearn i<x some kind tone. 
That from the board or from the hearth is gone — 

To keep love's lamp 
Still burning, beauUfdl and clear, 
'Mid mist and dan^. 

Parents ! in earnest prayer. 

For this your daughter. 
That safe through Life's cold blast, 
And Death's deep water. 
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A Btrengtti o'er whicli the foe prevaileth not ; 
A love, that chaage and time assaileth not — 

May win and weep. 
Till in the Everlasting Arms, 

She falls asleep. 



A FRAGMENT. 

J. B. BAXBAT. 

What phantoms rise and flit along 

The silent stream of vanished time : 
Forms grief-subdued and still and pale. 

As hope transfixed with untold crime. 
Even now upon my longing sight 

A well remembered scene appears, 
Where parted clouds let down the light, 

Then close on all the coming years. 

Among the sun-fields of the West, 

, Where roll our country's grandest streams. 

There lived a maiden lovelier far 

Than fancy's fairest, fondest dreams. 
Ofb, when the sun's descending beams 

Spread splendors o'er the western sky, 
We met beneath the blooming thorn 

And watched the wondrous glory die. 

There, in the golden eventide. 
Beneath the fragrant hawthorn tree. 

She, whom my spirit deified, 
Qave all her promised years to me. 
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That sun has set. An unknown grave 

Is there alone upon the hill, 
And all the scene is silent, save 

The vesper of the whip-poor-will. 

Behold! the very hill-side trees 

Seem mourning o'er that lost sun-glow, 
And up towards the west their arms 

Wave in the twilight to and fro. 
Angels of light who throng the road 

Thro' Hinnom'B dim lone solitudes : 
My spirit longs for that abode 

Where everlasting stillness broods. 



IDEAL LAND. 

D. J. WALLACE. 

The twilight hour has come again, 

And, like an angel's wing. 

It sheds a holy, heavenly calm, 

O'er everything. 

Within my soul a quiet reigns. 

And peace and joy flow there. 
In noiseless waves, till I have quite 
Forgotten care. 

I know not why it is, but yet 

The twilight ever brings 
A peace, for which I would not take 
All earthly things. 
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And wbile tibe soul is lulled to res^ 

How sweetlj do the dreams 
Of other days flow baok agftby 
&i half-hid streams. 

To-day I walked the city's streets, 
"^ WWe rolls life's varied tide; 
And felt alone, though tiiousandis were 
Upon each side. 

But here, within my little cot. 

With Twilight on her throne, 
I think of absent ones and feel 
I'm not alone. 

With keys thrown to me by the hand 

Of the departed Day, 
I ope the portals of a land 

Where loved ones stray. 

Mysterious land I for there the dead 
And living are as one ; 

blissl I meet them all as I 

In life have done. 

They all seem beings of a clime 
Uncursed with grief or care ; 
And free from toil's corroding hand 
They wander there. 

Some of them live, and some are dead. 
Yet, an unbroken band, 

1 often meet them all within 

Ideal Land. 
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OUB LITTLE BOY. 



B. H. DBWABT. 



When Autumn had stripped the trees 

Of their gorgeous crimson and gold, 
And the murmur of every breeze 

The desolate Winter foretold, 
A cherub-boy to our household came— 

Like a beam of golden light 
Sent down from the world of joy and love, 

To brighten life's gloomy night. 

Our Sunbeam has opened new mines of love, 

Whose wealth was unknown before ; 
He has kindled a light, in home and heart, 

That shall bum till life is o'er. 
We often bend o'er his placid sleep. 

To imprint a kiss on his brow ; 
Ah ! little he knows of the watch we keep. 

And the love that encircles him now — 

Every tiny form and childish voice 

Brings our little boy to mind ; 
He has made my heart to those opening flowers 

More thoughtfully, tenderly, kiod. 
I hear the patter of little feet 

With emotions before unknown, — 
To our joy-lit hearts the world has changedj^ 

Since baby has taken his throne. 
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Every playful trick of childisli glee 

Has a cliann for our wondering eyes ; 
And even Ids prattling broken speech 

Seems quaint and wondrously wise. 
His eye is bright, and his voice is sweet 

As a wood-bird*s matin hymn — 
We feel in our silent grateful joy, 

That there never was child like him. 

And yet, in the flush of my joy and pride, 

There comes a shadow of pain. 
As I wistfully glance along life's tide. 

Towards Eternity's boundless main : 

what if the ruthless Angel of Death, 
Should steal in some fatal hour. 

And blight with his terribly icy breath 
Our precious and beautiful flower I 

1 often muse on his future fate, 
And picture what it may be. 

Till darkness comes down on my musing soul, 

Like night on the surging sea. 
which shall he choose, when youth has flown, 

The path of sorrow or joy ? 
And if I should fall and leave him alone. 

Who will watch o'er my fatherless boy ? 

Father in heaven 1 our orisons hear ; 

And shield him from sin and from harm ; 
May our love be tempered with wisdom and fear, 

And our strength be thy holy arm ; 
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May the feet of our darling never stray 

Li the paths of folly and woe, 
May he choose the pleasures that never decay, 

Above all that sparkle below. 

If father and mother should droop and die, 

And sorrowftd fortune portend, 
Be Thou his defence when danger is nigh, 

A pitying father and friend: 
Be Thou his guide through life's perilous way 

Till temptation and conflict are past, 
And wherever o*er earth his feet may stray 

Bring him home to Thyself at last. 



"OMEMEE"— THE DOVE. 

BOBBBT 8. PATTKBSON. 

Where the wild-vines creeping, 

Threw a pleasant shade, 
Lovely, lone and weeping. 

There stood an Indian maid. 
Loudly, sweetly, clearly. 

The piping blue-birds sang — 
And through the forest cheerily. 

The voice of insects rang I 

She stood there gazing sadly. 
With eyes of midnight hue — 

From which the tears gushed madly. 
Like diamond drops of dew ; 
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While the quivering leaves, in pity, 

Were whispering above— 
And soothing called her '' Otnemee 1" 
" Sweet Omemee I" the dove ! 

That Indian maid is praying. 

In the forest depths alone : 
For her lover's spirit straying — 

To " Ponemah's^ realm** has flown — 
And now she seeks to foQow him, 

Where the " Baim-wa-wa** f sotuids 
To braid his m'ocoasins and belt 

In the happy hunting grounds. 

Her mellow tones rose mildly. 

Up through the wafting air ; 
Arid the busy echo, wildly, 

Reverberates her prayer 
Till rolling o'er the prairies 

To the waters of the west 
'Tis heard by " Gitche Manitou" J 

In the wigwams of the blest. 

Gently similed the Great One 

As he heard Omemee pray, 
And pouring forth a cloud storm, 

Upon the blushing day. 
It wrapped the trees in dusky folds — 

The teeming earth it kissed — 
Then, upward to the sky it rolled, 

Like a noiseless car of mist 1 

* The Land of the Hereafter. t Passing Thunder. 

t The Great Spirit 
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Again through branch^ peeping, 

The sun ^ines round and fair — 
The wild-vines still are creeping— 

But no Indian maid is there I 
For a fountain now is springing v 

Where the sweet Omemee stood-^ 
In silvery showers flinging 

Its freshness through tibe wood 1 

From that pure spring, flowing ; 
A streamlet takes its rise—- 

Still broad and deeper growing, 
As swift it onward hies : 

Fast gurgling o*er the pebbles- 
Smooth, running o'er the sand, 

And coying with the rushes. 
Which bend on either hand t 

Now through meadows gliding — 

Now tumbling down the hill — 
It sweeps through Omemee village, 

And turns the clattering mill, 
Through rice swamp, and through forest, 

It wandering winds along ; 
Till its stream is lost for ever / 

In the bosom of " Chemong." 

But the trees its flood o'erhangiog 

Still breathe Omemee's name, 
And the birds through brancl^s i^ing 

Softly sing the same, 
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And the " Mttd-wa-avshka** ^ sighnig 
Tells Ilow she died of love ; 

And men still call Omemee's stream 
« The river of the Dove." 



GIVEN AND TAKEN. 



XBS. J. L. LBFBOHOir. 

The 9now-flakes were softly falling 

Down on the landscape white, 
When the violet eyes of my firstborn 

Opened unto the light, 
And I thought as I pressed him to me 

With loving, rapturous thrill, 
He was pure and fair as the snow-flakes 

That lay on the landscape still. 

I smiled when they spoke of the dreary 

Length of the Winter's night. 
Of the days so short and gloomy, — 

The sun's cold cheerless light — 
I listened, but in their murmurs. 

Nor word nor thought took part. 
For the smiles of my gentle darling 

Brought light to my home and heart. 

quickjy the joyous spring-time 
Came back to our ice-bound earth. 

Filling fields and woods with sunshine. 
And hearts with hope and mirth ; 

* The noise of the waves on the shore. 
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But still on earth's dawning beauty, 

Bested a gloomy shade, 
For our tiny household idol 

B^an to droop and fade. 

Shuddering, I felt that the frailest 

Flower in the old woods dim, 
Had perchance a surer and longer 

Lease of life than him : — 
In the flush of Summer's beauty, 

On a sunny, golden day. 
When flowers gemmed dells and woodlands, 

My blossom passed away. 

How I chafed at the brilliant sunshine 

Flooding my lonely room. 
How I turned &om the sight of nature 

So full of life and bloom, 
How I longed for past wintry hours 

With snow-flakes falling fast. 
And the little form of my nursling 

In my loving arms clasped. 

They put up each tiny garment 

In an attic chamber high. 
His coral — his empty cradle — 

That they might not meet my eye; 
And his name was never uttered. 

Whatever each heart might feel. 
For they wished that the wound in my bosom 

Might have time to close and heal. 



222 6SLS0TI0NS FROM 

It has done so, thanks to that Power 

That has been my earthly stay. 
And should you talk of my darling, 

I could listen no^ aU day. 
For I know each passing minute 

Brings me nearer life's last diore, 
And nearer that cloudless kingdom 

Where we both shall meet onee m(at^ 



CONSCIOUS MADNESS.* 

{From Saul.) 



OHABLBS HSAYTSBOB. 



What ails me ? what impels me on, un^ 
The big drops fall from off my brow? Wh^ce oomes 
' This strange affliction ? — Oh, thus to be driven 
About I — I will stand still : now move me aught 
That can. Ah, shake me, thing ; E^ake me again 
Like an old thorn i'th' blast I 'Tis leaving me ; 
Oh, that it were for ever I Oh, how long 
Shall this fierce malady continue, these 



* No extract can giye any adequate idea of the dramatio power displayed in 
*' Saul." We tiave not instituted any comparison between Mr. Hemyysege and 
other distinguished Canadian poets, becaose the department of poetic art in which 
he has won high distinction, does not fairly admit of comparison with lyric and 
descriptiye poetry. Mr. Heavysege has received the highest praise firom eminent 
critics, as exhibiting rare subtlety of thought and oreatiye power. But in spite of 
all this, *' Saul" has shared the neglect and indifl^renoe that has hitherto been 
the birthright of nearly every volume of poetry published in Canada. It is " more 
in sorrow than in anger," we so frequently refer to this neglect of the productions 
of Canadian authors, so discreditable to the intelligence, patriotism, and literary 
taste of the people of Canada. 
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Dread visitations ? See, 'tis here again I 

Wkat's here again ? Or who ? Here's none save I ; — 

And yet there's some one here. 'Tis here, 'tis here 

Within my brain : — no, it is in my heart, — 

Within my soul; where rise again black thoughts 

And horrible conceptions, that &om hell 

Might have come up. All blasphemies that my ears 

Ever heard ; my horridest ideas in dreams ; 

And impious conceits, that even a fiend 

Methinks could scarcely muster, swarm within 

Me, rank and black as summer flies on ordure. 

Oh, what a den this moment is my breast 1 

How cold I feel, how cruel and invidious. 

Now let no child of mine approach me ; neitbegr 

Do thou come near to me, Ahinpam^ 

Their mother and the wife I dearly love ; 

For now the universe appears one field 

On which to spend my rancor. Oh, disperse, 

Fit, nor return with thy o'erwhelming shadowsJ 

Oh that it would b^ne and leave me in 

My sorrow I Surely 'tis enough to live 

In lone despair. To reign is care enough, 

Even in rude health ; but to be harassed thus 

By an unnamed affliction; — and why harassed ? 

Oh, why am I thus harassed ? I have heard 

Of wretches raging under sharp remorse; 

Of cruel monarchs, in their latter days. 

Falling a prey to an accusing coi^ience ; 

But why should I, whose faults smite but myself, 

Be thus tormented ? 
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S I S E B A. 



« The mother of Siteni looked out at a window, and cried through the lattioe; 
Why is his chariot so long in coming? why tarry the wheels of his chariot?" ke. 
"fudges, r. 28 et aeq. 

Why comes he not? why comes he not, 

My brave and noble son ? 
Why comes he not with his warlike men, 

And the trophies his might has won? 
How slowly roll his chariot lAieels I 

How weary seems the day 1 
Pride of thy lonely mother's heart, 
Why dost thou still delay ? 

He comes not yet ; will he never come. 

To gladden these heavy eyes, 
That have watched and watched from mom till eye, 

And again till the son did rise ? 
Shall I meet no more his look of joy, 

Nor hear his manly voice ? 
Why comes he not, with the spoils of war. 

And the damsek of his choice ? 

Years rolled along in their ruthless course. 

But Sisera came no more, 
WiUi his mighty men and his captive maids. 

As he oft had come before. 
A woman* 8 hand had done the deed 

That laid a hero low ; 
A woman^s heart had felt the grief 

That none but mothers know. 
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• TWILIGHT.* 

JOHN r. x'DomncLL, 

The twilight shrouds the eastern sky, — 

The mist-cloud falls on hill and river,— 
The red lights on the water lie, 

And in soft beams of brightness quiver. 
The parting day, in one rich cloud 

Of fleecy gold, hangs o'er the city ; 
And o'er the calm wave echoes loud 
The mariner's wild ringing ditty. 
With murmurs deep. 
Like troubled sleep. 
The mighty tide is onward flowing ; — 
And, see, afar, 
The Evening Star ]— 
Its lonely ray, in beauty, glowing. 

The northern sky looks dim and grey,— 

The mountain tops are clothed in shadow, — 
The night breeze wanders forth, in play ; 

And, rippling, breathes across the meadow ; 
The scented buds their leaflets close ; 

The dew-drops gleam on tree and flower ; — 
And Nature, with new beauty, glows 

Beneath the witching twilight hour : 

^ It is to be regretted, that one who can write so musically, and with such deep 
appreciation of nature's beauty and power, should renounce the muses, to the extent 
Mr. McDonnell has latterly done. Mr. McDonnell formerly contributed extensively, 
both to the American and Canadian press, but has, we believe, written scarcely any 
poetry for several years past. He is a native of Quebec, bom in 1888, a member of 
the legal proHassion, and at present connected with the Quebec press. 

P 
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While, o'er my soul, 

Bright fancies roll, 
That drive away the gloom of sorrow, 

And bid me still. 

In good or ill, 
Hope for a better, happier morrow. 

I loYO to see Uie noon oi^ day. 

In sonny robes of splend<»r beaming; 
I love to see tibe wavelets play. 

Beneath the silvery mooidight streamkig s--^ 
Bat sweeter far than son or moon, — 

The glories of the pirple even. 
When Night's dark mantle spreads, too soon, 
Across the bright expanse of heavep^ 
Thus Beauty's bloom 
Ends in the tomb; 
By breath of Time, its glories shaded ;—^ 
Thus Pleasure's flower 
Blooms for an hour ; 
Then — ^like the twilight eve — 'tis feded. 



WEARY. 



J. H. KINO. 



Build me a cot by some woodland stream. 
Some lonely spot where my heart may dream., 
Where nought of song save the streamlet's fiow 
May call me back to the long ago : 
And make me a couch of the lichen green,: 
That wraps the grove with its emerald sheen: 
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Oil, build me a cot in the dark green wood, 
Where the hum of life may never intrude! 

I pine for the place where the wild bird's throat 

Yields the only song my ear can note ; 

Or the silver hymn of the mountain rill 

As it leaps from its home in the rock-bound hiB. 

I long for the place where the matin song 

Is lost in the solemn vespers* throng, 

By a vast unbroken silence awed 

That speaks of an ever-present God. 

I weary to flee from this constant strife, 
This ceaseless clangor, this clash of life ; 
I long for a place by no power possessed. 
Where my heart can whisper, here is rest. 
I have sought for this place in the lordly hall, 
In the peasant's cot where life's shadows fall, 
'Mid the sorrowing group, mid the joyous fair, 
I've searched them all, but it was not there. 

Oh where shall I seek, — ^without, — ^within,^ — 

That earth hath no leprosy of sin ; 

That the power of ambition, the pride of wealth, 

Hath not stained the heart or poisoned health? 

Aye, where shall I seek for solitude. 

Free from the taint of earth's harpy brood ? 

E'en solitude, could I find her cell, 

Would shrink away from her own voice knoU. 

The past, where cherished memories rife 
Are sadly counting the sands of life ; 
The past is there, but her wreath of flowers 
Is withered and dead ; they fall in showers 



% 
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O'er the urn of hope, where cold and lone. 
Her relics repose without a stone ; 
No wreath, no relic Falemian-crowned, 
Save one lonely spot, a grassy mound. 

And I, oh, alas ! where shall I flee 
To And that rest that's so dear to me, 
I've sought it in vain and wearied now, 
I turn from the search with an aching brow. 
But I must seek in a brighter clime 
Afar beyond the shadows of time ; 
I'll seek it there — earthly gain is loss — 
And rest in the shade of the hallowed cross. 



THE SHIPWRECK.* 

BAMUBL PATNB FOBD. 



Gallantly over the proud sea's foam 

Doth the noble vessel ride, 
She hath braved the storm in her voyage home, 

And the hurricane's blast defied ; 
Full faithfully hath she borne her load 

To the far-off sunny shore, 
And over the Storm-King's dark abode 

Is returning home once more. 

Hopefully to their rest at night 

Go an anxious-hearted band, 
For the captain hath said, " With the morning light 

Tou shall gaze on the wished-for land." 



♦ Mr. Ford was born and brought up in the neighbourhood of Feterboroiigh. 
Hia poetry is distinguished .by purity and elevation of moral sentinieiit, strong' 
hanuui sympathies, and sweetness and gracefulness of style. 
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And witli many a dream of home and friends, 

And of loved ones far away, 
Drawn near by the charm that dreamland lends, 

They wait for the coming day. 

But, alas I ere the water-weed shall bow 

To the morning's perfumed breath. 
There are many who dream so peacefully now 

Shall sleep the sleep of Death ; 
For the dark-winged angel is hovering nigh. 

And brooding above the deck, 
And the mom shall reveal to the passer-by 

Not even a shapeless wreck. 

The mysterious midnight hour is past, 

With naught to affright or harm. 
When wild and high on the waging blast 

There is borne a fierce alarm ; 
And the dreamers awake from their peaceful sleep. 

Aroused by the sudden shock. 
To find, alas ! that their noble ship 

Hath struck on a sunken rock. 

There were many and mingled cries that night, 

Arose on the stormy air; 
Loud anxious calls for the morning light. 

And a few low sounds of prayer ; 
We know not but their prayers were heard 

By the God who rules the wave. 
But at mom the winds and the wild sea-bird 

Sang a requiem over their grave. 
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ROSA. 



Thou art gone, sweet love, to take tliy rest, 
Like a weary child, on tliy mother's breast ; 
And thou bearest not, in thy calm deep sleep, 
The voices of those that around thee weep. 

Thou Art goiie, where the weary find a home, 
Where sickness and sorrow can never come : 
A flower too fair for earthly skies 
Thou art gone to bloom in Paradise. 

Thou art gone, and I hear not tiby gladsome tone, 
But my heart is etHl beatiilg *^ alone^ ahncy^ — 
Yet often in dreams do I hear a strain 
As of angels bearing thee bade again. 

Thou art gone, and the warid may i|ot mlM thee long. 
For thou didst not care for its idle l^irong ; 
But this fond bosom, in jsil^it woe. 
Shall carry thine image wherever I go. 

Thou art gone, thou art gone ; i^aH we meet iio more 
By the sandy hill or i^e winding shore ? 
Or watch as the crested billows rise, 
And the frightened curiew startling cries ? 

Thou art gone, but oh I- in that land of peaoe 
Where sin, and sorrow and anguish cease. 
Where all is happy and bright and fair. 
My own sweet love, may I meet thee there ! 
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LAY HER ©OWN SILBNTLT. 

Lay her down wiknify 

'Neadi the green ^ass; 
Like dews of the momiBg, 

Her spirit doth pass ; 
Why shouldst thou mourn her 

With sob or with sigh ? 
Angels have shrined her 

In glory on high. 

Lay her down hopefully ; 

Earth's flowers die 
Ere the keen blasts of winter 

Go bitterly by ; 
But she, like those flowers, • 

Shall blossom anew, 
When the Spring of Eternity 

Breaks on the view. 

Lay her down trustingly ; 

Dear though she be, 
Is she not dearer 

To Christ ilito to thee? 
Though now from thy treasure 

His wisdom may sever, 
'Tis only to give her thee 

Brighter than ever. 
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Lay her ^own fearlessly ; 

Darkness and doom 
May fold their deep wings 

Over her, and her tomh ; 
But the dawn of Eternity 

Scatters each cloud, 
Gives garments of glory 

For pall and for shroud. 

Lay her down thankfully ; 

Let her sleep on ; 
Learn to say cheerfully 

" (Jod's will be done I" 
The scenes of futurity 

Thou canst not know, 
May be He takes her 

From guilt or from woe. 

Lay her down prayerfully — 

Not that she needs 
Now the deep words 

With which man intercedes ; 
But pray that her exodus, 

Sad though it be, 
May open a pathway 

To glory for thee. 



THE LIGHT IN THE WINDOW PANE. 

0HABLB8 8ANG8TEB. 

A joy from my soul's departed, 
A bliss from my heart is flown, 

As weary, weary-hearted, 
I wander alone — alone I 
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The night wind sadly sigheth 

A withering, wild refrain, 
And my heart within me dieth 

For the light in* the window pane. 

The stars overhead are shining. 

As hrightly as e*er they shone, 
As heartless — sad — ^repining, 

I wander alone — alone ! 
A sudden flash comes streaming, 

And flickers adown the lane, 
But no more for me is gleaming 

The light in the window pane. 

The voices that pass are cheeri^, 

Men laugh as the night winds moan ; 
They cannot tell how fearful 

'Tis to wander alone — alone! 
For them, with eaxsh night's returning, 

Life singeth its tenderest strain, 
Where the beacon of Ipve is burning — 

The light in the window pane. 

Oh sorrow beyond all sorrows 

To which human life is prone : 
Without thee, through all the morrows, 

To wander alone — alone ! 
Oh dark, deserted dwelling I 

Where Hope like a lamb was slain, 
No voice from thy lone walls welling, 

No light in thy window pane. 
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But Memoiy, saintod angel ! 

Rolls bade the sepuldiral stone, 
And sings like a «weet evangel : 

"No— never, never alone 1 
True grief has its royal palace, 

Each loss is a greater gain ; 
And Sorrow ne'er filled a chaiice 

That Joy did not wait to drain I" 



INVOCATION. 

#. H, SAWXBt. 

Spirits of earth ! Spirits of air I 

Come to Bie over the silver sea ; 
L<^ the looks of my tangled hair, 

For the lov'd, the lost one is oouh^ to me I 

I see her sailing on yon light cloud, 
With wreaths o£ roses upon her hung. 

And wildly around her moon-beam shroud 
Her glistening locks of Jet are fiung. 

I see the light of her poliihed brow — 
I feel the beam of her laughing eye I 

Gome, invisible Spirits, now, 
And bear me away to yonder sky 1 

Spirits of ear^ 1 Spirit of ait 1 

l^trow your «peMs on l^e flying shade 1 

For she slowly fitdes from the moon-light's glare, 
And UHkn ime not where ker vest is made. 
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GLIMPSES OF HIGHLAND SUPEBSTITION. 



DONALD M'nrrosB. 



Superstition I though b^set 
By Erudition's gun and net, 
And made ignobly to retreat 

Before the pedant's rod ; 
?Qt do thy visions dread seem fiiir 
To me who breal^'d the mountain air, 
And sought the red-deer's secret kir 

'Mid wilds hut seldom trod ^- — 

Wilds haunted by the lone Banshee 
Whom shepherds in the gloaming see. 
As homeward hums the laden bee, 

And midges skim the lake ; 
When all beside in silence sleeps, 
Save cascades rushing down the steeps. 
And Echo, whom their music keeps 

Perpetually awake. 

Then forth thou led'st thy spirit^ost^-^ 
Of goblin, kelpie, witch and ghost 
Of wanderer in the snowdrift lost. 

When madly raved the storm — . 
Lost where now ofb with smothered wail 
And hollow eye, and visi^ pale. 
And noiseless step, along the vaSe 
Is seen that shadowy form 1 
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And quaintlj dressed in robes of green 
Elfins may then be dimly seen, 
Attendant on their sylvan Queen 

Upon some mossy bnoU ; 
Or with flint-pointed arrows keen 
Waylaying mortals who in vain 
May there be seeking to regain 

The child the fairies stole ! 

The scene is changed — and, hark that sound I 
Yon rocky cave a tongue hath found, 
And hunter's voice and bay of hound 

Are on the night-wind borne ; 
And shades of Fingal and his band, 
Who once inhabited the land, 
Soon issue forth with bow in hand 

And far-resounding horn. 

The chase awakes the sleeping Night, 
The phantom stag bounds far in flight, 
The traveller, shuddering with affright, 

Prays Heaven his path to guide ; 
The fox seeks out his den secure. 
The house-dog crouches on the floor. 
While fast along the heathy moor 

Those spectral hunters glide I 

Such, Superstition, is thy might — 
Thus dost thou people Scotia's night ; 
Ofb have I faced with dread delight 
Its glamour and its gloom. 
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*Tis true we have no warlocks here, 
No haunted dells, no sprites to fear. 
Yet do I not the less revere 

My own loved Highland home. 

Dread Power I full well I mind the day. 
When thought of vengeful ghost or fay 
Sufficed my wayward steps to stay 

From evil deed or wprd. 
Let sceptics, if they will, ignore — 
Better that such as own thy power 
Believe the truth and somethinq mobe, 

THAN BOTH ALIKE DISCARD. 



THE GREY LINNET.* 

JAMBS H'OAKBOLL. 



There's a little grey friar in yonder green bush. 
Clothed in sackcloth — a little grey friar 
Like a druid of old in his temple — but, hush 
He's at vespers : you must not go nigher. 

Yet, the rogue ! can those strains be addressed to the skies. 
And around us so wantonly float. 
Till the glowing refrain like a shining thread flies 
From the silvery reel of his throat ? 

When he roves, though he stains not his path through the air 

With the splendor of tropical wings, 

All the lustre denied to his russet plumes there, 

Flashes forth through his lay when he sings. 

* There is exquisite humour, and true poetry, in this little piece. Mr. McCarroU 
baa been long and favourably known to the Canadian public as a writer of Terse. 
He iB a natiye of Ireland ; and at present resides in Toronto. 
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For tiie litUe giej friar's so wo n ^ws win^ 

Though in such a j^ain garb he aj^wars, 

That on finding he can't readi yoor sonl throng^ your eyes, 

He steals in throa^ the gates of your ears. 

Bat, the dieat I — 'tis not heaven he's warbling ^bout — 
Other passions, less hdy, betide — 
For, behold 1 there's a little grey nnn peeping out 
From a bnnch of green leaves at his side. 



W B D S 



JOHH KKADS. 



Every heart that throbs mnst know 
Fountains sweet and bitter; 

Eithear we may caose to flow, 
By the words we att^. 

Idle words may pierce the deep. 

Of the gentlest spirit, — 
Waking sorrow from its sleep, 

Treading roo^y near it. 

Words of love may loll to rest 
Care, or grief, or anguish, — 

Bousing hope within the breast, 
Where it seemed to languish. 

Then let none misuse the gift 

God for use has given ; 
Through him, every word may lift 

Some one nearer heaven. 
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WHY DO YOU ENVY ME ? 



WILLIAM WYE SIOTH. 



I have an estate in the Land of Dreami, 

And thither I often flee, 
It brings me joy in as many streams 

As any wealth I see;^ — 
And yon may lay claim to a wide domain 

^hat lies by a sunny sea; 
Then go to the land where I have been, 

For why do you envy me f 

I have a sweet bark on the sea of love, 

That carries me whither I wiH, — 
With its gleaming wings like an arrowy dove. 
And the sun on its pathway sisll ; — 
Vcutnc o^v. Thei^e's gems at hand on the farther strand, 
And pearls beneath our lee — 
; f^ There's other barks on the golden sand, 

Then why do you envy me? 

I have a light heart in this breast of mine, 

Like a singing bird in June, 
Or a sparkling stream where the roses twine. 

That murmurs its endless tune. 
I loak for my share of toil and care, 

Nor yet shall unhappy be ; — 
A conscience at rest will make you blest, 

Then why do you envy me? 
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TO MY SON.* 



WILLIAK WTK SMITH. 



Too gentle for the rader winds of earth 

To chill and wither — 
Too many tokens of a heavenly hirth 

Not to flee thither — 
No wish of mine, though it had magic worth, 

Should draw thee hither. 

For I am sad amid these damps sublunar, 

But happy thou 1 
And I shall doubtless wear that Peace the sooner 

Upon my brow — 
That I am left, like vine behind the pruner, 

Lopp'd in each bough I 

Yet^oh^my heart goes out in bitter yearning, 

For love so lost I — 
A smouldering fire whose embers still are burning 

On altar toss'd, 
That human pride, that only now is learning 

How love is cross'd. 



* " Alazov AiTD OTHBS PoBMS " WHS published by Mr. Smith, at Toronto, in 
1860. Though some of the pieces are not free from signs of immaturity, yet, as 
a whole, the volume contained much promise. *' Alazon," the longest poem^ 
though rather too fanciful and unreal in its general conception, evinced a mastery , 
of the difficulties of the Spenserian stanza, that was in itself an omen of higher 
achievements. The pieces by Mr. Smith in this volume, with the exception of 
** BnTD THB BoSB," have been written since the publication of ** Alazov." Mr. 
Smith is a native of Jedburgh, Scotland, bom in 1827. He has resided in Canada 
for many years; and is at present editor of the Owen Sound Times and of the 
Sutukty'School Dial, 
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Loyed and LostI 'tis dins the lot of all: — 

The loved are gone — 
And lost to circle of the hearth and hall 

The Ang£L 0ns 
That come to every house— whom Angels call 

Too soon upon I 



MINNIEBEL. 



PAMBLiA 8. vivnro. 

Where the willow weepeth 

By a fountain lone, 
Where the ivy creepeth, 

O'er a mossy stone, 
With pale flowers above her, 

In a quiet dell, 
Far from those who love her, 

Slumbers Minniebel. 

There thy bed I made thee, 

By that fountain side, 
And in anguish laid thee 

Down to rest, my bride 1 
Tenderest and fairest. 

Who thy worth may tell ? 
Flower of beauty rarest. 

Saintly Minniebel I 

Weary years have borrowed 

From my eye its light^ 

Q 
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Time my cheek has farrowed, 
And these locks are white ; 

But my heart will ever 
'Mid its memories dwell, 

Fondly thine forever, 
Ans'el Minniebel. 



IMPROMPTU ON A BEAUTIFUL BUTTERFLY. 



JAMBS M'CARBOLL. 



Frailest of all earth's lovely things, 
Uncertain wanderer that swings 
Upon those gaudy, rose-leaf wings 

In yonder sky, 
What of the Wight that Autumn brings 

To thee by and by ? 

Half helpless in the summer air, 

The sport of wanton breezes there, 

How, thoughtless creature, shalt thou bear 

The ruthless blast 
That, with the chill of time and care, 

Strikes thee at last ? 

Flushed gossamer, thou hast thy day — 
Thy mom and noon of sunny play ; 
And, sportive creature, tell me, pray. 

What more have we ? 
We flutter, too, and pass away, 

Bright thing, like thee. 
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DAWN. 



JAHEB M'CARBOLL. 



Wiih folded wings of dusky light 
Upon the purple hills she stands, 

An angel between day and night, 
With tinted shadows in her hands — 

Till suddenly transfigured there, 

With all her dazzling plumes nnftnl'd, 

She climbs the crimson flooded air 
And flies in glory o'er the world ! 



TAAPOOKAA— A HURON LEGEND. 



CHABLES BANOSTBB. 



The clouds roll over the pine trees, 
Like waves that are charged with ire ; 

Gk)lden and glory-hued their crests. 
Ablaze with a gorgeous fire. 

The sun has gone down in splendor. 
The heavens are wild with flame. 

And all the horizon is burning 
With colors that have no name. 

And over the mighty forests 
The mystical hues are spread. 

As calm as the smiles of angels. 
As still as the peaceful dead. 
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And the lake, serene and thonghtfiily 
And the river, deep in dreams, 

And the purple cliff in the distance, 
Are robed with the glory-gleams, 

Until earth seems a sacred temple. 
Where spirits of light have trod. 

Where man should not dare 'to enter; 
Too sacred for aught but Qod. 

Calm eve over lovely Huron, 
Calm eve in the sombre wild. 

And over the rude bark wigwam 
Of the swarthy forest-child. 

There's a gathering of the red men, 
Of their youths and maidens fair, 

Of the mothers of braves and heroes. 
And the feast is spreading there. 

From the banks of the Cadaracqui, 
From Niagara's solitudes, 

Where the song of the Water Spirit 
Boiled vast through the primal woods : 

From Superior's rocky defiles, 
Her grand and rugged shores. 

From Utawa and blue-waved Erie, 
Game the Chiefs and Sagamores, 

Bringing gifts from the distant lodges, 
Bare gifts for the lovely bride — 

Taapookaa, the fairest maiden 
That ever for true-love sighed. 
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Taapookaa, the loved, the lovely, 

No beauty was there like hers, 
And through all the tribes of the forest 

The Braves were her worshippers. 

But where is her young Sioux lover, 

The pride of her trusting heart ? 
The Brave that her love hath chosen, 

Whose life is of hers a part. 

Away from the bridal revels, 

Away from the feast, he roves , 
Alone over lonely rivers. 

Alone in the lonely groves 1 

Taapookaa must wed another. 

The Chief of a neighboring tribe; 
Neither force nor friends can save her, 

Neither tear nor prayer can bribe! 

For this have the Chieftains gathered, 

Great Chiefs from the wilds afar ; 
They have prayed to Manitou freely, 

And saluted the Bridal Star. 

All things for the feast are ready, 

All ripe for the revelry, 
And the bridegroom-chief is waiting, — 

But Taapookaa, where is she ? 

Like the zephyr that bends the flowers. 

That bendeth but may not break. 
So, lightly, her footstep treadeth 

The cliff o'er the oahny lake. 
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The stars are all weeping for her, 
The moon hath a look forlorn, 

For the beautiful maid, all blushes, 
All blushes, and truth, and scorn t 

The breeze has a mournful cadence, 
A sigh for the fairest fair ; 

It cooleth her maiden blushes. 
And fingers her jetty hair. 

Like a tragic queen she standeth. 
On the jagged clifi" alone ; 

All nature has paused to shudder. 
And the stricken forests moan. 

A prayer for her young Sioux lover. 
That wanders the wilds forlorn. 

And she leaps from the cliff, all daring, 
And maidenly truth, and scorn. 

At night when the stars are shining. 
And the moon, with silvery hue, 

Illumines the lake with radiance. 
Is seen a white canoe : 

Two shadowy forms within it, 
Two faces that seem to smile, — 

The maid and her brave Sioux lover 
Returned from the Spirit-Isle. 
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GARIBALDI! 



ALEX. M'LACHLAir. 



sons of Italy awake, 

Your hearths and altars are at stake, — 

Arise, arise, for Freedom's sake, 

And strike with jGraribaldi ! 

The Liberator now appears, 
Foretold by prophets, bards and seers, 
The hero sprung from blood and tears, 
All hail to Garibaldi I 

Let serfs and cowards fear and quake, — 
Venice, Naples, Rome,awake, 
Like lava of your burning lak^ 
Rush on with Garibaldi I 

Up and avenge your country's shame, 
Like -^tna belching forth her flame, 
Rush on in freedom's holy name. 
And strike with Garibaldi I 

'Tis freedom thunders in your ears ; 
The weary night of blood and tears. 
The sorrows of a thousand years. 
Cry, On with Garibaldi I 

The shades that hover round your fanes, 
The blood of heroes in your veins, 
Keep shouting. Rise and break your chains, 
And on with Garibaldi I 
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And tongaes in many a dungeon stone, 
And prison walls are shouting on, 
And sweep the madman from his throne, 
Then on with Ghirihaldi 1 

The ^man Eagle is not dead, 
Her mighty wings again are spread, 
To swoop upon the tyrant's head. 
And strike with Ghuribaldi I 

The drum of Bomba's doom does beat, 
The shadows of the murdered meet, 
To drag him to the judgment seat. 
Then on with (Garibaldi t 

The land wherein the laurel waves. 
Was never meant to nourish slaves, 
Then onward to your bloody graves. 
Or live like Garibaldi 1 



DRINK. 

I. e. ABCHXR. 

There's a sound of woe in the cheerless street, 

And a shriek in the midnight air, 
For a drunken sot is reeling along, 
In the gathering darkness there ; 
And I hear the meaningless words that come 
From the depths of his heart's despair ; 
'Tis a moan for drink, — 
For he'll drink and drink. 
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Till the earth seems to reel and swim- 
Till his hope in Gtod and his trust in man 

Are lost in his pitiless cries — 

Till he loathes his life, and so loathing, dies, 
And all for the sake of drink ! 

He cries not for aid from a merciful God, 

He craves not a pittance of bread, 
But shrieks for drink to the hollow winds. 

That echo his tottering tread ; 
And his fleshless bones clasp the cold, dumb stones, 

That serves for his pillow and bed, — 
For he'll drink and drink . 
Till his eyes are dim — 

Till his senses ache with pain, — 
For his trust in Ood and his faith in man « 

He'll never on earth r^ain. 
While he hates the sight of both day and night 

For the sake of the demon drink 1 

Has he sipped the cup of a direful doom? 

Has care made him grovel low ? 
Has penury cankered his youthful hopes, 

Or darkened their rainbow glow ? 
Has Heaven deserted this homeless man 

Whose words seem the gasping of woe ? 
'Tis the poison drink 
That maddens the brain — 

That has made his bosom a hell. 
While a drunkard's gloom, like a fearful doom 

In his heart and home does dwell. 
Where fell disease and famine have sped, — 

And all for the sake of drink I 
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Raise him from where he crouches and creeps 

On the slime and mud at his feet, — 
Bear him where blessings shall scatter in night, 

The curses his lips would repeat ; 
Eaise him, - but banish the maddening cup^ 

The curse of the home and street, — 
And wage a war with the demon drink, 

The tempter to crime below, 
That makes a hell of the purest dell, 

Where flowers might bloom and grow — 
That surely gives birth on this beautiful earth 

To the direst sin and woe. 



THE PRODIGAL'S SOLILOQUY. 



8AMUBL PAYNB FORD. 



Ah I I know it ; the way of transgressors is hard ; 
I have walked in that way, and I have my reward; 
I have drained off the fluid that flashed in the bowl, 
And the poison it held is destroying my soul. 

I have revelled for years 'mid the pleasures of eartihy 
Have been drunk with its music, its madness, its mirtih, 
But the fruits, fair as dew which the honey-bee sips, 
Like the apples of Sodom, were dust on my lips. 

I have sown my wild oats with a bountiful hand. 
And cherished their growth with the fat of the land. 
But alas ! in the premature blight of my years, 
I am reaping the harvest of trouble and tears. 
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Long ago, when the flowers of my youth were in bloom, 
And the song-birds enlivened the dear halls of home, 
I seemed happy, almost as the angels above. 
While I bathed in the sunlight of friendship and love. 

But the flowers are all faded, the songsters have flown, 
And both homeless and hopeless, I wander alone, 
Not a dear one to love me, nor friend to console, 
Though I lavished on friends all the wealth of my soul. 

The fair, fragile form of my mother is laid 
Where the cypress and willow wave over her head, 
And the true, noble heart upon which she relied. 
Lies ruthlessly broken and torn by her side. 

They had prayed for their boy with unfaltering faith. 
Till their footsteps went down in the river of Death, 
And their last exclamation, ere set of the sun. 
Was, " 0, Father, remember the wandering one." 

And that sisterly voice that implored me to stay, 
When I spoke of my purpose to wander away. 
Is rejoicing, perchance, in yon bright world of bliss, 
Fop I heard it no more *mid the shadows of this. 

Oh I a flood of fierce anguish continues to roll, 
Like a tempest of fire, o'er my agonized soul. 
For I know, by a torturing instinct I have, 
That I hurried them on to a premature grave. 

I would pray, but a mountain of guilt rises up. 
Shutting out from my soul the last vestige of hope; 
And like Cain I am forced in my utter despair. 
To exclaim, '< It is more than my spirit can bearl" 
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And while others are gaining the portals of bliss, 
I am nearing a torture more dreadful than this, 
Where the worm dieth not, and the flames of the fire, 
Like a burning volcano, flash brighter and higher. 

But stay I what is that? 'tis a sound that T hear, 

Falling, soft as the dropping of dew on my ear; 

It resembles a voice that I heard long ago. 

Ere my soul had grown wayward, and callous with woe. 

And it bids me look up, nor by doubt be deterred, 
For the prayers that were ofiiered for me have been heard, 
And the Angel of Mercy is now on the road. 
To convey the repenting one back to his Qod. 

Ah, mother ! thy pleadings are answered at last. 
Though the day of salvation seemed certainly past : 
And I cherish a hope that when life shall be o'er. 
Thou wilt welcome me home to the glorified shore. 



CHILDHOOD. 

J. J. PBOOTKB. * 

Blushes are on the snow 

Where the Western sun is dying. 
And night comes creeping above and below, • 

And the evening breeze is sighing ; 
I sit by my little one's bed 

Watching her quiet sleep, 
While around on the fire-lit wall and o'erhead 

The flickering shadows creep ; 
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Watching the blaze that streams 

From the ruddy lips of the fire. 
And my child that sleeps while its mother dreams 

Of her darling babe and its sire — 
What in the days to come, 

Shall my own little one be ? 
The pride and the joy of her happy home. 

And her God's to eternity ? ^ 

How sweetly the downcast lid 

On the sleeping eye reposes. 
And the bloom of her cheek, half seen, half hid. 

Gleams like the buds of roses. 
The little hand is at rest. 

Under the golden hair, 
And the snow-white coverlet over her breast 

Seems scarce with her breath to stir. 

What does my baby see. 

That a smile comes over her face ? 
DoGB my pretty one think of her father and me, 

And her little sister's grace ? 
.What childish fancy pleases her now 

That she looks so sweet and mild. 
And brightens np from lip to brow, 

With the grave calm smile of a child ? 

A smile, and nothing more, 

Quiet and soft, and seldom seen. 
Stealing like summer breezes o'er. 

And leaving the baby face serene; 



264 SELECTIONS FROM 

A ripple upon the wave, 

Fading away in the joy of its birth, 
And leaving the water calm and grave, 

In a beauty not known by earth. 

Is she not mine, God-given ? 

And now, when she laughs in her dreams, I know 
Her angel speaks with her Father in heaven, 

Of her who sees Him in visions below : 
I gaze with awe, and with half-stayed breath, 

For methinks, not faintly shadowed, I trace 
The peace that I pray may be hers till death. 

And the joy that rests on an angel's face. 



THE LITTLE SHOES. 



CHABLBB BANOSTEIt. 



Her little shoes 1 we sit and muse 

Upon the dainty feet that wore them ; 
By day and night our souls' delight 

Is just to dream and ponder o'er them. 
We hear them patter on the floor; 

In either hand a toy or rattle ; 
And what speaks to our hearts the more— 

Her first sweet words of infant prattle. 

I see the face so fair, and trace 

The dark-blue eye that flashed so clearly; 
The rose-bud lips, the finger-tips 

She learned to kiss — 0, far too dearly ! 
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The pearly hands turned up to mine, 

The tiny arms my neck caressing ; 
Her smile, that made our life divine, 

Her silve^ laugh — ^her kiss, a blessing. 

Her winning ways, that made the days 

Elysian in their grace so tender. 
Through which Love's child our souls b^uiled 

For seeming ages starred with splendor : 
No wonder that the angel-heirs 

Did win our darling lifeVjoy from us. 
For she was theirs — not all our prayers 

Could keep her fi:om the Land of Promise. 



THE CHILD OF PROMISE. 

▲ TBAVBLATIOir FBOM THE OAELIC OF EVAIT H'COLL, BT THB LATE 
REV. DB. BUCHANAN, OF METHVSN, PEBTH8HIBB. 

She died — as die the roses 
On the ruddy clouds of dawn. 

When the envious sun discloses 
His flame, and morning's gone. 

She died — like waves of sun-glow 

Fast by the shadows chased ; 
She died — like heaven's rainbow 

By gushing showers effaced. 

She died — like flakes appearing 

On the shore beside the sea ; 
Thy snow as bright t but, nearing 

The ground-swell broke on thee. 



256 8SLS0TI0NS FROM 

She died — as dies the gloiy 
Of music's sweetest swell; 

She died — as dies the story 
When the best is still to telL 

She died — as dies moon beaming 
When scowls the rayless wave ; 

She died — ^like sweetest dreaming, 
That hastens to its grave. 

She died — and died she early : 
Heaven wearied for its own. 

As the dipping son, my Mary, 
Thy morning ray went down I 



THE SONG OF A GLORIFIED SPIRIT. 

OBOBOB MABTIB. 

A youth knelt down by a new made grave, 

Unseen by the world, and wept; 
A sister whose beauty no love could save 

Beneath in the darkness slept. . 

'Twas a calm sweet eve, and on hill and plain 
The summer had lavished her dower ; 

But the full, fuHl heart of the youth could gain 
No solace from sun or flower. 

The big warm tears he wiped from his cheek, 
As he thought, with a struggling faith, 

" God, if I could but hear her speak I — 
mystical Life of Death 1'' 
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In silence and sorrow he lingered long. 

And just as he rose to depart, 
In the heavens was warbled this saintly song, 

Which fell like a balm on his heart : 

" Beautiful are my walks in the sky, 

Beautiful, beautiful 1 
Here the amaranths never die, 
Here the sweet winds murmur and sigh — 

Beautiful, beautiful ! 

" Joyfully glide my golden hours, 

Joyfully, joyfully ! 
Here the leaves of the hyacinth flowers 
Whisper around my love-lit bowers — 

Joyfully, joyfully 1 

" Lovingly smile my comrades here. 

Lovingly, lovingly I 
All the bright shapes of this blissful sphere 
Tell how that each unto each is dear — 

Lovingly, lovingly I 

" Merciful is my Father, my all, 

Merciful, merciful I 
Here the white-cheeked lilies, so tall. 
Sing in their place by the jasper waH— » 

Merciful, merciful t" 
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A NORTHERN RUNE. 



0HABLB8 SAirOSTKB. 



Lond Tolleth the rune, the martial nme 

Of the Norse-Bang-Harpist bold ; 
He's proud of his line, he's erect as the pine 

That springs on the mountains old. 
Through the hardy North, when his song goes forth, 

It rings like the clash of steel ; 
Yet we have not a fear, for his heart's sincere, 

And his blasts we love to feel. 

Chorus : 

Then, hi I for the storm, 
The wintry storm. 

That maketh the stars grow dim : 
Not a nerve shall fail. 
Not a heart shall quail. 

When he rolls his grand old hymn. 

0, haJe and gay is that Norse-king gray. 

And his limbs are both stout and strong ; 
His eye is as keen as a falchion's sheen 

When it sweeps to avenge a wrong. 
The Aurora's dance is his merry glance. 

As it speeds through the starry fields; 
And his anger falls upon Odin's Halls 

Like the crash of a thousand shields. 
Then, hi I for the storm, &c. 
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His stately front has endured the brunt 

Of Scythian rack and gale, 
As the vengeful years clashed their icy spears 

On the boss of his glancing mail ; 
When he steps in his pride from his Halls so wide 

He laughs with a wild refrain, 
And the Elfins start from the iceberg's heart. 

And echo his laugh again. 

Then, hi I for the storm, &o. 

When the woods are stirred by the antlered herd, 

He comes like a Nimrod bold, 
And the forest groans as his mighty tones 

Swoop down on the startled fold ; 
In his mantle white he defies the Night, 

With the air of a Eang so free : 
Then hurra for the rune, the North-King's rune. 

For his sons, his sons are we. 

Then, hi t for the storm, &c. 



SUMMER-EVENING. 



AnOUBTA BALDWTN. 



Calm is the evening. Not a ripple stirs 
The crystal waters of yon limpid stream. 
That blushes deep beneath the last bright ray 
The sun has left at parting, and which throws 
A lovely radiance round. Not e'en the breeze 
Euffles a moment one pure tranquil wave. 
But breathes soft whisp'ring music through the woods, 
Bending the flowers on the mossy shores, 



260 SELECTIONS FROM 

And graceful willows o'er the silent brooks^ 
To bathe in coobess there. Afar the hills 
Are glowing in the sunshine } while below 
O'er the low valley gentle evening casts 
Her veil of pensive shades. I love this hour 
Of melancholy calmness, for my heart 
Hath sympathy from nature. I feel 
No more my spirit's loneliness ; no more 
I sigh for draughts to fill the longing mind. 
The bosom's emptiness. My spirit soars, 
And seems to roam 'mid nature's loveliness. 
And in her beauties and her stillness finds 
Mysterious happiness. The gentle air, 
Laden with odor from the sylvan groves. 
Breathes bliss around me, and its low sweet voice 
Seems the soft whisperings of joy to soothe 
The weary heart ; and softly peace descendfi!. 
Lulls to repose the ruffled waves of grief. 
Casts to oblivion every earthly thought, 
Making fair Nature's solitudes appear 
Fraught with some bliss of heaven, for we feel 
The presence of Jehovah I His power is seen, 
His works proclaim him, and his voice is heard 
In nature's harmonies. 



CALL ME BY MY CHRISTIAN NAME, 

WILLIAM P. LETT. 

Call me by my Christian name, 

*Tis sweetest to my ear : 
Far dearer than the voice of fame, 

From Friendship's lips to hear 
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The fond familiar accents of Yontli's dear days gone by, 

When life waa young, and Hope's fair star shone brilliantly on high. 

Call me by my Christian name, 

If thou art of the few 
Who with me in the garden 
Of happy childhood grew : 
If then art one with whom I played when life was in its spring, 
Thon art welcome thus to call me as the Eobin b to sing. 

Together to the village school 
We went for many a day ; 
Together on the self-same stool 
Perhaps we've whiled away 
The hours, when. " the master's " eye was wandering elsewhere ; 
Th^ call me by my Christian name just as you did when there. 

The wanderer returning home 

From some far-distant strand, 
Treads anxiously the pathways 
Of his own loved native land : 
He sees but strangers, till a voice falls sweetly on his ear ; 
He hears his name, he's home agaitit; soihe friend of youth is near. 

Then call me by my Christian name : 

Whatever be my lot, 
I would not that the cherished sound 
Should ever be forgot ; 
In memory's magic numbers it strikes the sweetest key ; 
Then call me by my Christian name, 'tis music still to me. 
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THE DATS WHEN I WAS YOUNG I 



^. W. D. XOODIX. 



the days wlien I was young I 

A playful little boy, 
When my piping treble rung 

With the notes of early joy. 

the sunny days of Spring I 
When I sat beside the shore 

And heard the wild-birds sing : 
Shall I never hear them more ? 

And the daisies scattered round, 

Half hid amid the grass, 
Lay like gems upon the ground 

Too gay for me to pass. 
How sweet the milk-maid sung. 

As 9he sat beside her cow. 
How clear her wild notes rung ; 

There's no music like it now. 
« 
As I watched the ship's white sail, 

'Mid the sunbeams on the sea, 
Spreading canvas to the gale. 

How I longed with her to be ; 

1 thought not of the storm 

And the wild cries on her deck, 
When writhed her graceful form 
'Mid the hurricane and wreck. 
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And I launched my little ship 

With her sails, and hold beneath, 
Deep laden on ^ach trip, 

With berries from the heath. 
Ah 1 little did I know, 

When I longed to be a man. 
Of the gloomy cares and woe 

That meet in life's brief span. 

the happy nights I lay 

With my brothers in our beds ! 
Where we soundly slept, till day 

Shone brightly o'er our heads; 
And the blessed dreams that came 

To fill my heart with joy, — 

that I now could dream 
As I dreamt — a little boy I 

The sun shone brighter then, 

And the moon more soft and clear, 

For the wiles of crafty men 
I had not learned to fear ; 

But all seemed fair and gay. 
With the fleecy clouds above, 

1 spent my hours in play, 

And my heart was full of love. 

I loved the heath-^slad hill, 

And I loved the silent vale, 
With its dark and purling rill 

That murmured in the gale. 
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Of sighs— rd none to spare,— 
They were stored for riper years, 

When I drained the dregs of care 
With many bitter tears. 

My simple daily fare 

In my little tiny mng, 
How fain was I to share 

With poor Cato on the rug. 
Yes, — ^he gave his honest paw, 

And he licked my happy face; 
He was true to Nature's law. 

And I tiiought it no disgrace. 

There's a voice so soft and clear, 

And a step so gay and light, 
That charms my listening ear 

In the visions of the night ; 
And my Father bids me haste, 

In the deep fond tones of love, 
To leave this dreary waste 

For brighter realms above. 

Now, I am old and grey. 

My bones are racked with pain. 
And time speeds fast away — 

But why should I complain ? 
There are joys in life's young mom, 

That dwell not with the old, 
Like flowers the wind hath torn 

From the stem, — all bleak and cold. 
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The weary lieart may moam 

0*er the withered joys of youth, 
But the flowers so rudely shorn 

Still leave the seeds of truth : — 
And there's hope for hoary men, 

When they're laid heneath the sod — 
For we'll all be young again 

When we meet around our Grod ! 



SING ME THE SONGS I LOVE. 

JOHN SBADB. 

Sing me the songs I love, onoe more. 

The songs your lips have made so dear. 
For many a day must pass before 

Again your musio fills my ear. 
And when you are no longer near, 

I'll, in my loneliness, rejoiee. 
Deep in my inmost heart, to hear 

The gentle music of your voice. 

'Tis not in words that friendship lies, 

E'en when those words in music move; 
But words have power that never dies. 

When said or sung by those we love. 
So, when in weariness I rove 

Through the world's desert, seeking rest, 
The memory of your songs shall prove 

A solace to my lonely breast. 
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And when you sing those songs again, 

For gayer hearts and brighter eyes, 
And thinking upon " now" as " then*^ 

Memories of other days arise, 
Believe that none more dearly prize 

The strains your lips so sweetly pour. 
Than he who asked 'neath other skies 

" Sing me the songs I love, once more." 



MY COUSIN. 

D. J. WALLAOB. 

I have a gentle cousin, 

A fair and laughing maid, 
Whose presence is my sunshine, 

Whose absence is my shade. 
When sadness o'er my feelings 

Has thrown its gloomy pall. 
Her soft and sunny eye-beam 

Soon banishes it all. 

She's grander than the lily, 

And gayer than the rose. 
As glad as morning sunshine. 

Yet spotless as the snows; 
She's gentle as an angel. 

And trusting as a dove — 
A brighter earthly being 

Was never formed to love. 
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I know not why it is so, 

Yet always round my heart 
Her presence throws a gladness 

With which I would not part. 
I seek her out at even, 

When weary all the day, 
Then how like clouds of heaven 

The moments melt away ! 

She always loves what I do, 

No matter what it he ; 
I blame her for this sameness 

While she is blaming me. 
We often read together, 

My choice is always hers — 
There's not a book I cherish 

But that she, too, prefers. 

We sing together sometimes — 

Her voice is like a spell ; 
Within her tones all trembling 

What heavenly numbers dwell I 
The music of the mermaid. 

Soft echoing from the shore, — 
Though I have never heard it, 

Could not delight me more. 

We wander through the forest, 

When autumn leaves are strewn, 
And hear, with pleasing sadness. 

The low wind's pensive moan ; 



268 BSLEOTIONS FROM 

And talk of joyous moments 
That have too quickly passed, 

For our hearts have learned the lesson 
That pleasures cannot last. 

And through the wood we wander, 

When first the spring comes on 
To clothe the leafless branches 

In verdure all its own ; 
Then if our sky is clouded, 

As sometimes it may be, 
Hope, in our hearts reviving, 

Bids every shadow flee. 

'Tis thus my gentle cousin 

Sheds joy around my way. 
And scatters, with profusion, 

Bright flowers where'er I stray. 
I feel her influence round me. 

Like some deep-hidden spell. 
And though IVe other cousins, 

There's none T love so well 



THE ANGELS OP THE BLIND. 



JAMXS X'OABBOLL. 



Though on the dark, drear walls of the lonely blind man's skull 
A picture's never hung by the glowing hand of Light, 

But in the gloomy catacomb his brain beats, thick and duU, 
Like some huge lazy death-watch slowly wearing out the night ; 
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And thougli almig the pavement of that cavern never poors 
One beam of all the beauty or the life that 'round us teems, 

And Nature, as in wantonness, has shut its outer doors, 
And ahnost made a desert of the very land of dreams ; 

Yet, there are viewless angels that surround him night and day, 
Who sport throughout that sepulchre as if it were a grove, 

And though he never sees them, still he hears their wings at play. 
And knows they are the voices of the ones he learned to love. 



"LITTLE WILLIE." 



SAMITBL PAYNE FORD. 



" Good night, dear Willie," his mother said^ 
As she laid him down in his cradle bed. 
And folded the coverlet, soft and warm. 
Around his delicate little form. 

" Good-night, mamma," the child replied, 
As his mother bent o'er the cradle side. 
And, clasping her arms around his neck. 
Imprinted a kiss on her darling's cheek; 

While her beating heart, uplifted high, 
With all of a mother's fervency. 
Sought aid of an All-sufficient arm 
To shield her innocent boy from harm. 

The morning has dawned, as oft before ; 
The robins are chirping around the door ; 
And often in wonder his mother hath said, 
" What keeps little Willie so long in his bed ? 
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" Come, Willie, dear Willie !" aloud she cries, 
And " Willie ** the echo alone replies ; 
Then, softly approaching his little bed, 
She places her hands on his curly head. 

Ah 1 mother, no sound in the little room 
Was heard in the midnight hours of gloom, 
For an angel band had softly borne 
Thy Willie away to a brighter mom. 

A smile still plays on his ruby lips. 
But his eyes are darkened in death's eclipse ; 
The beautiful curls still shine like gold. 
But the heart is still, and the form is cold. 



FAREWELL. 

ICBS. PAULKMEB. 



Go, and God speed thee 1 sundered wide may be 
Our future paths through life, — and yet, and yet, '*' 
Though our lone dwelling may be far from thee, 
Yet, wheresoever turn thy footsteps free. 
Wilt thou forget? 

Wilt thou forget ? when round thine own hearth beaming, 
Eand faces greet thee with their looks of cheer, 
Those whom the bitter tears of parting streaming, 
And all affection's fond and anxious dreaming, 
Have made so dear ?. 

Wilt thou forget ? when, sparkling bright around thee. 
Are leaf and blossom, all with dew-drops wet. 
When Nature's gentle influences surround thee. 
And like a holy spell their charm hath bound thee, 
Wilt thou forget? 
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Wilt thou forget ? when lowly thou art bending, 
In thy still chamber's solitude, thy knee, — 
When up to Heaven the low- voiced prayers ascending, 
With thine awn name, oh ! will not theirs be blending. 
Who pray for thee ? 

Wilt thou forget? No, for thv heart is thrilling 
With youth's warm feelings, aud thy dimmed eyes tell 
Of more of grief than the proud lip is willing 
To utter ; go, for tears mine own are filling, 
Farewell, farewell. 



HOPE IN SORROW. 



BBY. T. OLBWORTH. 



My Saviour trod the earth, 

Within her folds he lay ; 
And he shall raise to second birth 

This lifeless form of clay. 

Consign it to the dust, 
Weep o'er it gushing tears. 

But leave the pledge in Jesu's trust, 
Until he re-appears. 

Fair in its youthful dress 

The faded floweret lies; 
The essence of its loveliness 

Is garnered in the skies. 

The Prince of Life will come. 

And all its grace restore ; 
The withered bud shall rise and bloom 

Upon a deathless shore. 
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The dewy night of tears 
Foretells the radiant mom, 

When, rising from our dre&m of fban, 
A thousand joys are bom. 

The tears of earth are shed 
To gild thei flowers above; 

While over all the beams are spread 
Of Gk)d's restoring love. 



THE BEECH-NUT GATHERER. 



PAMXLiA 8. vnniro. 



All over the earth like a mantle, 

Golden, and green, and gray, 
Crimson, and scarlet, and yellow, 

The Autumn foliage lay ; — 
The sun of the Indian-Summer 

Laughed at the bare old trees. 
As they shook their leafless branches 

In the soft autumnal breeze. 

Gk)rgeous waa every hill side, 

And gorgeous every nook. 
And the dry, old log was gorgeouid, 

Spanning the little brook ; 
Its holiday robes the forest 

Had suddenly cast to earth, 
And, as yet, seemed scarce to miss them 

In its plenitude of mirth. 
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I walked wh^re the leaves the soft^^ 

The brightest^ and goldenest lay ; * 
And I thought of a forest hill-side, 

And an Indian-Summer day, 
An eager, little child-face, 

O'er the fallen leaves tb^t beut^ 
As she gathered her cup of beech-nuts 

With innocent content. 

I thought of the small brown fingers. 

Gleaning them one by one ; 
With ike partridge drumming ne^ her 

Tn the torest bare and dun, 
And the jet black ^squirrel, winking 

His saucy jealous eye 
At those tiny, pilfering fingers. 

From his sly nook up on high. 

Ah I barefooted little maiden 1 

With thy bonnetle^s, sun-burnt brow. 
Thou glean'st no more pn the hill-side — 

Where art thou gleaning now ? 
I knew by the lifted glanq^ 

Of thy dark, imperious eye. 
That the tall trees bending o'er thee 

Would not iBhdter thee by and by. 

The cottage by the brook ride. 

With its mossy roof is gone. 
The cattle have left the uplands. 

The young lambs left the lawn, 
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Gone are tby blue-eyed sister, 
And thy brother's laughing brow. 

And the beich-nuts lie ungathered 
On the lonely hillliide now. 

What have the returning seasons 

Brought to thy heart since then. 
In thy long and weary wanderings 

In the paths of busy men ? — 
Has the Angel of grief or of gladness 

Set his seal upon thy brow ? 
Maiden 1 joyous or tearful, ' 

Where art thou gleaning now ? 



THE LIFE -FORGE. 

JBKNIB S. HAIQHT. 

Blow the bellows — faster, faster, 

In the busy forge of life ; 
Heap the coals on — higher, higher, 

Sevenfold heat for sevenfold strife t 

In this forge must ore be melted. 
Out of which, with curious plan, 

And incessant toil, to fashion 
And build up the perfect man. 

Here must thought be shaped to action, 

Passion moulded into Will, 
And upon time's batter'd anvil 

Every blow be dealt with skill. 



CANADIAN POETS. 275 

Oft the metal must be heated 

In temptation*s burning glow ; 
Oft be coord in baths of sorrow 

Fill'd from founts of deepest woe. . 

Ere, with temper firm, yet pliant, 

Heart to feel and head to plan. 
Stamped with God's approving impress, 

We can say, " Behold a Man !" 

Blow the bellows — ^faster, faster, 

In the busy forge of life ; 
Heap the coals on — higher, higher, 

Sevenfold heat for sevenfold strife ! 

In this age of thought and action. 

Men are needed, true and tried ; 
Men, with intellect far-reaching — 

Men with souls to God allied ; 

'Men with loyal hearts, and loving ; 

Men, with willing hands and strong ; 
Peeling for the woes of others. 

Fighting bravely 'gainst the wrong. 

When from out the smoke and clamor 

Of life's forge there spring to birth 
Such men, loyal, brave and loving, 

There is hope in store for earth. 

And each passing day more clearly 

Proves that there is worth in man ; 
That, amid earth's jar and tumult, 

God is woridng out his plan — 
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Raising up our fallen nature 
Purified from every stain, 

And, by earthly toil Mid trial. 
Fitting it with him to reign. 



SEA-SHORE MUSING®. 



HB8. J. L. LSPBOHON. 

How oft I'ye longed to gaze on thee, 

Thou proud and mighty deep 1 
Thy vast horizcm, boundless— free — 

Thy coast so rude and steep; 
And now entranced T breathless stand, 

Where earth and ocean meet,^ — 
Thy billows wash the silver sand. 

And break around my feet. 

Lovely thou art when dawn's red light, 

Sheds o'er thee its soft hue, 
Showing far ships, a gallant sight, 

Upon thy waters blue ; 
And when the moonbeams softly poor 

Their light on wave or glen. 
And diamond spray leaps on the shore, 

How lovely art thou then ! 

Still, as I look, faint eliadows steal 
0*er thy calm, heaving breast, 

And there are times I sadly feel 
Thou art not thus at rest ; 
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And I betluDk me o^ past tales, 
Ships that have left the shore, 
And meeting with thy fearful gales, 
Have ne'er been heard of more» 

They say thy depths hold treasures rare, 

Groves of ooral — sands of gold — 
Pearls fit but for monarch's wear, 

And gems of worth untold j 
But these could not to life restore 

The idol of one home, 
Nor make brave hearts beat high once more. 

Who sleep beneath thy foam. 

But I must chase such thoughts away. 

They mar this happy hour, 
Remembering thou dost but obey 

Thy great Creator's power — ' 

And in my own Canadian home. 

Mysterious, boundless main, 
In dreams I'll see thy snow-white foam 

And frowning rocks again. 



THE ENGLISHMAN'S FAREWELL. 



JOHN 8COBLS. 



England, my native land, farewell I 
Where'er I rove, where'er I dwell, 
Dear shallthy memory be to me, 
As music's richest melody : 
Queen of the sea, imperial isle. 
May Heaven on thee propitious smile ! 
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Thy sons are brave, thy maidens fair. 
Of noble race, and princely air ; 
The virtues of their sires they prove 
In arms, in honor, and in love. 

Queen of the sea, &g. 

Thy laws are right, thy judges pure, 
Thy statesmen wise, thy throne secure. 
The slave and exile find in thee 
The chosen home of liberty : 

Queen of the sea, &o. 

From India to the Arctic Pole, 
Peoples and tribes thy laws control : 
Mother of nations thou shalt be. 
And own a glorious progeny : 
I Queen of the sea, &o. 

All love and loyalty be to thee, 
Thou sceptred mistress of the sea ; 
Bright are the records of thy fame, • 
And glory circles round thy name : 
Queen of the sea, &c. 

Health to our Sovereign lady Queen, 
Long may she reign in peace serene ; 
Long may her people, great and free. 
Extend thy power, and honor thee, 
- Queen of the sea, imperial isle. 
May Heaven on thee forever smile 1 
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THE NIGHT-WIND. 



JOHN F. X'DOinnELL. 



An elfin strange is the Night-Wind, 

As it sweeps o*er vale and wood, 
And ripples the broad, bright mirror 

Of the river's sleeping flood ; 
It plays in the lonely hollow — 

It steals o'er the dusty ground. 
And it lingers in garden alleys 

With a weird and ghost-like sound; 
And the pines give forth a murmur, 

Like a many-voiced prayer, 
From the aisles of the forest swelling 

On the wings of the evening air. 

Where the lilac wreaths are densest 

It plays 'mid the scented gloom ; 
Where the thorn blossoms cluster 

It breathes a rich perfume ; 
In the grass of the waving meadow 

It gambols wild and free ; 
And a store of sweets it bringeth 

From the distant flowery lea; 
It gathers the thousand odors 

Of leaf, and tree, and flower. 
To shed o'er the mystic beauty 

Of the balmy vesper hour. 
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I stroll through the crowded city, 

And the noise of busy life, 
But my heart is *mid summer landscapes, 

Far from the din and strife ; 
The woods are dim and dbtant, — 

I cannot hear their song, 
But I feel their breath on my forehead. 

When the Night- Wind sweeps along. 
And oft, when the deepening twili^t 

Veileth the golden west — 
This world and its cares forgetting- — 

I dreain of a Land of Sest. 



THE PEARL. 



JAHSB X'OABBOLL. 



The Seasons are but Nature's jewelled ring. 

Where, set in changing splendors, we behold 
The pearly winter and the em*rald spring. 

The ruby summer and the autumn's gold 
Li Jihe rich ceinture ever varying : 

And where the dazzling fingers of the sun. 
That fling the tinted shuttles of the light, 

Present the jewels to us one by one. 
Forever circling and forever bright ; 

And where, when all the fervid heats are done, 
The cool, pale pearl is turned upon our sight, 

That we may revel in a new delight, 
And to our Autumn, Spring, and Summer lays. 
And yet one other song of grateful praise. 
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THE EARTH'S COMPLAINT. 



PAHELIA 8. VININO. 



I plucked a fair flower that grew 
In the shadow of summer's green trees — 
A rose-petalled flower, 
Of all in the bower, 
Best beloved of the bee and the breeze. 
I plucked it, and kissed it, and called it my own- 

This beautiful, beautiful flower, 
That alone in the cool tender shadow had grown 
Fairest and first in the bower. 

Then a murmur I heard at my feet — 
A pen&ive and sorrowful sound ; 

And I stooped me to hear, 

While tear after tear 
Rained d6wn from my eyes to the groutid, 

As I, listening, heard 

This sorrowful word. 
So breathing of anguish proibuud : 

" I have gathered the fairest and best, 
I have gathered the rarest and sweetest; — 
My life-bl60d I've given 
As an offering to Heaven 
In this flower, of all flowers the oompletest 
Through the long, quiet night 
With the pale stars in sight — 
Through the sun-lighted day 
Of the balm-breathing May, 
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I have toiled on, in silence, to bring 

To perfection this beautiful flower — 
Tbe pride of the blossoming bower — 

Tbe queenliest blossom of spring. 

" But I am forgotten — ^none beed 

Me — the brown soil where it grew ; 
That drank in by day 
The sun*s blessed ray 

And gathered at twilight the dew ; — 
That fed it by day and by night 
With nectar drops slowly distilled 
In the secret alembic of earth, 
And diffused through each delicate vein, 
Till the sunbeams Were charmed to remain, 
Entranced in a dream of delight- 
Stealing in with their arrows of light. 
Through the calyx of delicate green — 
The close-folded petals between 
Down into its warm hidden heart; — 
Until, with an ecstatic start 
At the rapture so wondrous and new, 
That throbbed at its innermost heart, 
Wide opened the beautiful eyes; 
And lo I with a sudden surprise. 
Caught the glance of the glorious sun — 
The ardent and worshipful one — 

Looking down from his heavenly place : 
And the blush of delighted surprise 
Remained in its warm glowing dyes, 

Evermore on that radiant face. 
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" Then mortals in worshipful mood 
Bent- over my wonderful flower, 

And called it ' the fairest, 

The richest, the rarest, 
The pride of the blossoming bower.' 
But I am forgotten. Ah me 1 

I, the brown soil where it grew ; 
That cherished and nourished 
The stem where it flourished^ 

And fed it with sunshine and dew ! 

" Man I will it always be thus, 
Will you take the rich gifts which are given 

By the tireless workers of earth, 
By the bountiful Father in heaven ; 

And, intent on the worth of the gift, 

Never think of the Maker, the Giver ? — 
Of the long patient eflfortj4rthe thought, 

That secretly grew in the brain 

Of the poet to measure and strain, 
Till it burst on your ear richly fraught 

With the wonderful sweetness of song? — 

" What availeth it, then, that ye toit- 
Tou, thought's patient producers — to be 
Unloved and unprized, 
^ Trodden down and despised. 
By those whom you toil for like me — 
Forgotten and trampl%d like me ?" 
Then my heart made indignant reply, 
In spite of my fast falling tears — 
In spite of the wearisome years 
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Of toil unrequited that lay 
In the track of the past, and the wb|« 
Thorn-girded I*d trod in those jeaiB^ 

So be it, if so it mitst be !— 
May I ktiow that the thing 
I so patiently bring 
From the depths of the heart and the brain, 
A creature of beauty goes forth, 

'Midst the hideous phantoms that press 
And crowd the lone paths of this work-weary life, 
'Mid the labor and care, the temptation and strife, 
^ To gladden, and comfort, and bless. 

So be it, if so it must be \ — 
May I know that the thing 
I so patiently bring 
From the depths of the heai^t and the bnun, 
OoeSf forthwith a eonqueror's m^ighy 
Through the gloom of this turbulent world ; 

Potent ^ truth and for ri^t. 
Where truth has so often been hurled 
'Neath the feet of the throng. 
The hurrying, passionate throng I 

What matter though I be forgot. 
Since toil is itself a delight ? 
Since the power to do. 
To the soul that is true, 
Is the uttered command of the Lord 
To labor and faint not, but still 
Pursue and achieve. 
And ever believe 
That achievement alone is rewabdI 
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TO MY SI8TEK. 



BAMUSL PAYKB FOBD. 



IVe been thinking, sister Lizzie, 

Of the happy days of yore, 
When our spirit-freighted life barques 

Glided gaily out from shore ; 
And, with scarce a cloud above thoasf 

Or a ripple at their side, 
Started boldly for the haven 

To be found across the tide. 

And in tracing faded footsteps 

By the light that Memory lends, 
I have glanced again at childhood. 

With its happy home and friends ; 
And the magic re-appearance 

Of each well-remembered face. 
Has repaid me for returning 

To the old familiar place. 

delightful, dearest sister. 

Where those bright and happy hours. 
When our atmosphere of sunshine 

Was perfumed with fragrant flowers ; 
And the music of the song-birds 

Singing sweetest strains of love, 
Made our earth seem like a picture 

Of the Paradise above ? 
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But we've breasted many a billow 

On lifers stormy sea since then ; 
And borne many a fierce encounter 

With unfriendly fellow-men ; 
And the wailing winds have whistled 

Wildly round us like a foe, 
That would bear us on, resistless, 

To some wilderness of woe. 

0*er the faded forms of loved ones 

. IV^ho have passed the mystic bourne, 
Whence no traveller e*er retumeth 

We have oft been called to mourn. 
And our parting salutations 

Have been often interchanged, 
As in sunshine, or in sadness, 

O'er the wide, wide world we ranged. 

But the sky is growing brighter 

As the clouds are moving past,' 
And beyond their " silver lining," 

I can see the end at last ; 
And up near the pearly portals 

That bedeck the other side, 
I behold the friends we parted from 

Away back in the tide. 

And they greet us with rejoicing. 

As we hasten to the shore. 
Where the sound of lamentation 

Shall assail us nevermore ; 
But the angels* grand " Te Deum^^ 

And the songs of the forgiven, 
Shall reverberate forever 

Through the azure vault of heaven. 
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SAUL STKUGGLING WITH MALZAH. 

{From Saul.) 

CHABLS8 HEAYY8BOB. 

Creature, begone, nor harrow me with horror ! 
Thine eyes are stars; oh, cover them, oh, wrap 
Them up within thy cloudy brows: stand off, 
Contend not with me, but say who thou art. 
Methinks I know thee, — ^yes, thou art my demon, 
Thou art the demon that tormentest me. 
I charge thee, shy, mysterious visitant, 
At whose behest thou comest, and for what 
Offences deep of mine : nay, nay, stand off: 
Confess, malicious goblin, or else leave me; 
Leave me, oh goblin, till my hour is come : 
I'll meet thee after death ; appoint the place ; 
On Gilead, or beside the flowing Jordan ; 
Or, if parts gloomier suit thee, I'll repair 
Down into Hinnom, or up to the top 
Of Horeb in th' wilderness, or to the cloud- 
Concealed height of Sinai ascend, 
Or dwell with thee 'midst darkness in the grave. 



ACROSS THE RIVER. 

AtBS. P. L. HAinBT. 



I am standing near a river — • 
They tell me it is death ; 

Its breezes, cold and chilly. 
Fan me with their icy breath. 
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There's a mist above its waters. 
Which stretches to the land, 

Where it casts a sombre shadow 
O'er the margin where I stand. 

I am drawing nearer, nearer 

To the dark descending brink. 
And my flesh b^ns to tremble. 

Though my spirit does not shrink; 
For I know across the river 

Lies a valley green and fair, 
Where the pure and holy wander — 

I am longing to be there. 

I am weary, weary living 
In this cloudy atmosphere, 
• Where the brightest eye that sparkles 

Is no stranger to a tear. 
,But acrpss the river, yonder 

Where the pure and holy stray. 
By the hand of thci Redeemer, 
Every tear is wiped, away. 

Here are faces bright and winning. 

Though the heart is full of guile; 
And the foe who would deceive fis 

First allures us with a smile — 
In the land across the river. 

Which I now in spirit view. 
On the faces of the holy. 

There are smiles— but they are isrue. 
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Here how often I have parted 

With the friends I love the most — 
Here my choicest vase is broken, 

And my rarest treasure lost ; 
In the country of the holy, 

In the land of endless day. 
There my friends will never leave me, 

Nor my treasures know decay. 

I am drawing nearer — nearer — 

But I shudder not nor start; 
Though the billows lave my footsteps, 

And the cold spray chills my heart ; 
I bare my pulseless bosom 

To the cold and ruthless wave. 
For the faith that nerves my spirit 

Bids defiance to the grave. 

Now a light gleams o'er the waters, 

From the bright and holy land. 
And the king in all his beauty 

Gently leads me by the hand ; 
The sting of death is over, — 

Earthly friends, a long adieu 1 # 
I am passing o'er the river. 

With the holy land in view. , 



DESPONDENCY. 

O. BAN08TBB. 



There is a sadness o'er my spirit stealing, 
A flash of fire up-darting to my brain. 

Sowing the seeds — and still the seeds concealing — 
That are to ripen into future pain. 
T 
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I feel the germs of madness in me s^ningmg, 
Slowly, and certun as ilie serpent's bound, 

And my poor hopes, like dying tendrils clinging 
To the green oak, tend surely to the ground ; 

And Reason's gra^ grows feeble day by day, 
As the slow poison up my nerves is creeping, 
Ever and anon through my orushed heart leapng, 

Like a swifb panther dartii% on its prey ; 
And the bright taper Hope once fed within, 
Hatih waned and perished in the rueful din. 



THE FALLING SNOW. 

J8IDORB O. A80HEB. 

Fall, like peace, gossamer snow ! 
While the searching winds are roaming abroad ; 
Fall, in your wealth, on the world below, 
Like a blessed balm fr(Hn Gk)d 1 

Fall like kisses upon the earth. 
That is cold and cheerless, and full of woe, 
And^lfill its heart with a sense of mirth. 
Silent and loving snow ! 

Fall in your wonderful purity. 
Fair as a bride's unsullied dress ; 
Fall from the heaven's immensity, 
On our autumn dreariness. 

Fall like a lover's i^antasy. 

That the heart of a maiden might yearn to know ; 

Fall like a loving memory 

On a soul o'eiiaden with woe; 
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Fall like the light of an infant's smile, 
That sweetly beams for a mother alone ; 
Fall like hope, when it dawns awhile 
On a doubting heart of stone. 

Fall like tears that leave us resigned 
When the soul submits to a hapless doom ; 
Fall like light that falls on the blind. 
On a life o'er-steeped in gloom. 

Fall like the bounties God has given. 
While the mournful winds are piping abroad; 
Fall Hke the hints we have of heaven, 
Like a blessed balm from Gk>d ! 



THE RED-MEN— A SONNET. 

CHARLES 8AN(^STBB. 



My footsteps press where, centuries ago. 

The Red-Men fought and conquered; lost and won. 
Whole tribes and races, gone like last year's snow, 

Have found the Eternal Hunting Grounds, and run 
The fiery gauntlet of their active days. 

Till few are left to tell the mournful tale : 
And these inspire us with such wild amaze. 

They seem like spectres passing down a vale 
Steeped in uncertain moonlight, on their way 
Towards some bourn where darkness blinds the day. 
And night is wrapped in mystery profound. 

We cannot lift the mantle of the past : 
We seem to wander over hallowed ground : 
We scan the trail of Thought, but all is overcast. 
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ON THE RIVER. 



B. B. DBWABT. 



The sun has gone down in liquid gold 
On the Ottawa's gleaming breast; 
And the silent Night has softly rolled 
The clouds from her starry vest ; 

Not a sound is heard, — 

Every warbling bird 
Has silenced its tuneful note, 

As, with calm delight, 

In the moon's weird light, 
I enter my little boat. 

As down the river I dreamily glide, — 
The sparkling and moonlit river. 
Not a ripple disturbs the glassy tide. 
Not a leaf is heard to quiver ; 

The lamps of night 

Shed their trembling light. 
With a tranquil and silvery glory, 

Over river and dell, 

"Where the Zephyrs tell 
To the Night their plaintive story. 

I softly time my gleaming oar. 

To the music of joy-laden strains, 

Which the silent woods, and the listening shore 

Re-echo in soft refrains : 

Let holy thought. 

From this faery spot 



<5ANADIAN POETS. 293 

Float up through the slumbering air ; 

For who who would profane, 

With fancies vain, 
A scene so unearthly fair ? 

Now dark-browed sorrowful Care retire, 
And leaves the bright moments unclouded — 
For why should I shade them with vain desires, 
For hopes which the darkness has shrouded ? 

Like phantoms grim, 

From the river's brim, 
The trees stretch their shadows before me, 

But no shadow mars — 

For the blessed stars 
Are tenderly beaming o*er me. 

On the dark, and rapid stream of life 

Are shadows of grief and sin, 

But we reck not the gloom of the outer strife. 

If no shadows obscure within } 

Though darkness may lower, 

It is reft of power 
Over hearts that are tempered with love, — 

There is fadeless light. 

For life's darkest night, 
With the bountiful Father above. 
In holy thought, from this blissful hour — 
While free from earth's darkling strife— 
I may garner joy, and be nerved with power 
To fight on in the battles of life. 
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TO A PANBELION. 



MIBS H. M. JOHNSON. 



Blessings on thy sunny face, 
*In my heart thou hast a place, 

Humble Dandelion I 
Forms more lovely are around thee, 
Purple violets surround thee, — 
But I know thy honeat heart 
Never felt a moment's smart 
At another's good or beauty, — 
Ever at thy post of duty, 
Smiling on the great and small, 
Rich and poor, and wishing all 
Health, and happiness, and pleasure, 

thou art a golden treasure I 

1 remember years ago. 

How I longed to see thee blow, 

Humble Dandelion ! 
Through the meadows I would wander, 
O'er the verdant pastures yonder. 
Filling hands and filling lap, 
Till the teacher's rap, rap, rap. 
Sounding on the window sash 
Dreadful as a thunder crash, 
Called me From my world ideal, — 
To a world how sad and real, — 
From a laughing sky and brook. 
To a dull old spelling-book ; 
Then with treasures hid securely, 
To my seat I crept demurely. 
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Childhood's careless days are*o*er, 
Happy school days oome no more, 

Humble Dandelion I 
Through a desert I am walking, 
]ffope eluding, pleasure mocking, 
Every earthly fountain dry, 
Yet when thou didst meet mine eye, 
Something like a beam of gladness 
Bid illuminate my sadness, 
And I hail thee as a friend 
Come a holiday to spend 
By the couch of pain and anguish. 
Where I suffer, moan, and languish. 

When at length I sink to rest. 
And the turf is on my breast. 

Humble Dandelion ! 
Wilt thou when the morning breaketh, 
And the balmy spring awaketh. 
Bud and blossom at a breath 
From the icy arms of death, 
Wilt thou smile upon my tomb ? 
Drawing beauty from the gloom. 
Making life less dark and weary, 
Making death itself less dreary, 
Whispering in a gentle tone 
To the mourner sad and lone, 
Of a sprini^-time when the- sleep-^ 
Will arise to bless the weeper ? 
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LULLABY. 



MI88 BALDWYir. 



Now the night draws near, 

And my Willie dear 
Must be lulled to his evening rest ; 

"While the birds fold their wings, 

And the zephyr sings, 
Let him sleep on his mother's breast, 
Oh, Willie, sweet Willie, 

Gift from above. 
Like an angel of joy 
From our pure home on high 

He has come, and shall claim our love. 



SING ON, SAD BIRD. 



JAMBS MACINTOSH. 



Sing on, sad bird, thou lonely whip-poor-will, 
It soothes my grieving breast to hear thy lay ; 

Each tone that floats o*er forest, vale and hill 
Bids Memory gaze upon a happier day. 

When Love and Hope sat on this youthful brow 
And smiling vowed that we should never part. 

Sing on, sad bird, they're dead and withered now. 
Thy mournful notes are balm to this sad heart. 
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TWILIGHT AND ITS COMPANIONS. 



D. J. WALLAOX. 



Tlirongli the small uncurtained window. 

Peers the solemn star of even, 
Fairest gem of all the myriads 

That bedeck the vault of heaven ! 
SoWy through the azure heavens, 

Fleecy clouds are gently floating; 
Oft they linger as if weary, 

Or some passing wonder noting. 

In the twilight, dim and dusky, 

With Night's darkening mantle round me, 
Talk I by the dying embers 

With the spirits that surround me, 
From the world of spirits coming. 

Coming ever, ever going ; 
Like the waters of a fountain, 

Flowing ever, ever flowing. 

Through the window see them gazing, 

In the door-way see them stealing ; 
Now appearing in their beauty, 

Now their fairy forms concealing. 
Softly through my room they wander 

Noiseless as the sleeping number 
That within the quiet church-yard 

Best in an unbroken slumber. 
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Spirits of the long departed, 

Spirits of ihe absent living, 
Crowd around me joyously, 

I, to each, a welcome giving. 
Who, that in the hour of stillness, 

Hath once hel4 such strange communion, 
Dare deny, or disbelieve, that 

Spirit hath with spirit union? 

Bliss ecstatic ! Bliss unequalled ! 

What to me earth's forms and features? 
What the company of mortals 

With these fair angelic creatures ? 
What the joys of outward being. 

What to me the sombre Real, 
When compared with what I gather 

From the wonderful Ideal ? 

Take me not where mi^ty waters 

Bash o'er roefcs with wild commotion ; 
Take me not where raging tempests 

Plough with furious force the ocean! 
Leave me at the hour of twilight 

Lost in thought's intensity ! 
Holding converse sweet with spirit, 

Beaming through immensity 1 
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OLD FKIENDS. 



O. MABTIH. 



Ah, one by one they're falling, 
And from the far-off shore 

I hear a faint voice calling, 
" Gay mortal, smile no more." 

No longer grouped together, 
We sift the gold of thought; 

Each grown to each a brother, 
And earth with heaven inwrought. 

Old scenes have lost their brightness,- 
The land, the lake, the sea; — 

My heart has lost its lightness, 
Gray mists encompass me. 

And through this sunless vapor 
They glide away, fore-doomed; 

Their life a blown-out taper, — 
Blown out ere half consumed. 

Bear lights, the mist grpws colder; 

The vpice exclaims again : 
^^ Thy heart is growing older. 

Take rank with wiser men." 

Old Friends, — in vain the warning I 

I seek no comrades new ; 
Enough, that manhood's morning 

Revealed its joy with you. 
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Enough that Faith reminds me, 
Your spirits wander far 

Beyond the fog that hlinds me, 
Ahove each glimmering star. 



LAST WORDS OF SAUL. 

{From Saul.) 

OHABLBS HEAVTBEOB. 



Now let me die, for I indeed was slain 

With my three sons. Where are ye, sons ? Oh let me 

Find ye, that I may perish with you ; dying, 

Cover you with my form, as doth the fowl 

Cover her chickens I Oh, Philistia 

Thou now art compensated,— now are getting 

Bich with this crimson, hot, and molten tide ; 

That waits not patient to be coined in drops, 

But rushes, in an ingot-forming stream. 

Out of the mine and mintage of my h^art I 

Oh my three poor dead sons, where are you ? Ye 

Have gone before me into the hereafter 

Upon such innocency-flighted steps. 

That I, with feet cumbered with clots of blood, 

Shall lose of you all glimpse, and then my soul 

Shall drop to the abyss. Gush faster, blood, 

And gallop with my soul towards Hades, 

That yawns obscure. 
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BROKEN REEDS. 



MBS. SHODA A. FAULKIHEB. 

" Mine shall be glory," the warrior said, 
As away to the battle-field he sped, 
And proudly floated his snowy plume, , 

As he hied him onward to meet his doom. 
" Mine shall be glory" at mom he said, 
And at eve he lay with the nameless dead ; 
Untold, unsung, is each daring deed. 
Warrior ! thy hope — ^was a Broken Eeed. 

" They shall speak of my fame in a distant age, 

I shall charm the world with my glowing page, 

When I am low in the silent dust, 

They shall rear my trophy, and carve my bust." 

Minstrel I thine is a well-sung lay, 

But the world shall fling it in scorn away ; 

And the sneer of the critic shall be thy meed. 

Thou hast put thy trust in a Broken Eeed. 

" Heap higher, higher, the growing hoard, 
My bams are full, and my coflers stored ; 
Ha, ha ! they may call me weak and old. 
But a mighty power is the power of gold. 
It shall build a proud and a stately home." 
Fool I it shall buy thee a costly tomb ; 
Vainly the learned leech is fee*d. 
Thou hast pinned thy faith to a Broken Beed. 
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The proud sire looks on his gallant boy, 

His manhood's dariing, his age's joy. 

" He shall be the staff of my year's decline, 

He shall be the first of a noble line." 

Old man ! thou shalt live to see them spread 

" Ashes to ashes," upon his head, 

The fiat is spoken, the doom decreed, 

Father I weep for thy Broken Reed. 

The joy-bells ring from the ivied tower, 
A merry peal for the bridal hour, 
Fond lips are breathing the marriage vow, 
Oh I could they be ever as fond as now. 
But the carking cares of the world will come, 
And frowns will darken the happiest home ; 
And each may prove, in their hour of need. 
That earthly love is a Broken E.eed. 

Yea, Gold, and Glory, and Love, and Fame, 
The tale that they tell is still the same. 
The best and brightest must fade and change, 
And death will sunder, and time estrange ; 
Fix not on earth thy hope or love ; 
Set thine affections on things above. 
So, from the world's dark bondage freed. 
Thou shah lean no more on a Broken Reed. 
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TO MY LTKE. 



BOBERT SWEElfBY. 



From tbee, my Lyre, as one who bids adieu 

To some dear friend he ne^er again shall meet — 

Some friend whose counsd kind and converse sweet 
Had shed a charm o*er moments as they flew, 

Which else had loitered on with leaden feet — 
From thee I part in sorrow. Thou, to me, 

Didst oft, in woe, thy soothing influence lend ; 
Amid the wilds thou wast society. 

Among the faithless thou wast still a friend. 
But the world calls me from thee, and we part^ 

And to another's touch thy ohords must swell ; 
No more their tones shall vibrate through my heart, 

No more my ear must listen to their spell j 
Farewell, beloved Lyre — ^till brighter hours, farewell ! 
January 1826. 



REST. 



JBNNIE B. HAIQHT. 



The twilight conies, the daylight goes. 
The moon climbs o'er the hill ; 

And through the din of earthly woes 
Falls Christ's own « Peace, be still I" 

weary hands 1 aching heart l 
tired and throbbing brain ! 

How fares it with thee as the night 
Sweeps by with starry train ? 
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hands that lovingly have toiled 
Since morn's first gleam of light I 

hands by honest labor soiled, 
Soft^folded, rest to-night I 

heart, with many an anguish rent, 
With many a sorrow sore ; 

heart, with life's fierce conflict spent — 
Rest 1 for the day is o'er. 

brain, o'ertasked with ceaseless strain 
To make time's problem clear ; 

brain, deep-questioning, full of doubt, 
Rest 1 for God reigneth here. 

friendly hands and loving heart, 
And ever busy brain I 

The restful night is now, but soon 
The mom will dawn again. 

And we must wake and work life's work. 
While time's brief years may stay ; 

Still looking for the night of death, 
And Heaven's eternal day. 

There every questioning doubt shall oease. 

There toil no longer tire. 
And God, the triune God divine. 

Fill all the soul's desire. 

Oh heavenly Rest! holy Rest I 
From every conflict here 

1 turn to thee, with bright'ning hope. 
And hail thee drawing near. 

THE END. 
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